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PREFACE 

The  war-correspondent,  "Mr.  Steed  Bayly," 
who  figures  in  tJie  following  pages,  and  who  is 
alleged,  for  the  ^ake  of  my  story,  to  have  taken 
the  excellent  j  photographs  included  in  this  volume, 
is  an  entirely  fictitious  character.  These  photo- 
graphs—which I  venture  to  think  are  a  some- 
what novel  feature  in  a  book  of  this  description 
—were  in  reality  taken  by  Mr.  Seppings  Wright, 
the  special  war-correspondent  and  artist  of  the 
Central  News  Agency  and  the  London  Illus- 
trated News  in  Tripoli  and  Thrace  during  the 
recent  troubles,  whose  work  is  too  well  known 
to  need  further  commendation  from  me. 

In  regard  to  the  account  I  have  given  of  the 
Batt.  of  Lule  Burgas,  I  have  been  obliged,  by 
force  of  circumstance,  to  rely  to  a  very  large 
extent  upon  the  details  given  in  Mr.  E.  Ashmead- 
Bartlett's  book.  To  anyone  desirous  of  going 
further  into  this  subject  of  the  Balkan  War,  I 
can  recommend  With  the  Turks  in  Thrace  as 
the  most  authentic  book  on  the  subject,  as  well 
as  one  of  the  most  manly  and  modest  narratives 
I  ever  read. 

CHARLES  GILSON. 
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CHAPTER  I 


THE   FORTUNE-TELLER 


Late  on  a  certain  afternoon,  in  the  spring  of 
the  year  1912,  a  strange  party  of  three  men 
might  have  been  seen  ascending  a  bridle-path  on 
the  lower  slopes  of  the  mountains  to  the  east  of 
the  Juma  Pass.  A  great,  burning  sun  stood 
over  the  mountain-tops  towards  the  frontier  of 
Bulgaria  and  Macedonia.  By  the  side  of  the 
path,  at  a  place  where  there  was  a  level  stretch 
of  grass  and  a  rose-garden,  was  an  old  Jewish 
pedlar,  seated  at  a  table  upon  which  were  spread 
a  number  of  small  cakes,  a  collection  of  beads 
and  ribbons,  and  several  glasses  and  cups.  The 
Old  man's  arms  were  folded  on  his  chest,  and  he 
was  fast  asleep. 

There  could  be  no  mistake  as  to  the  nation- 
ahty  of,  at  least,  two  of  the  travellers.  The 
Englishman  is  by  no  means  a  frequent  visitor 
to  the    Balkans,  because  in    Turkey  and  the 
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hngu  J t  of  „^     ■*"  '°'™''  ">«  English 

one  w«  well  ad™2'      '^      "^  """  *<"  *« 
could  not  havetrs^oo^  '""''.'"''  ""^  "*"«, 

though  the  elder  stooped  Tltt^  f  ''^^• 

-th  »  app.„„t  limrThty  L'tH""^'' 
square-cut  features  and  th.    ^  ""  *»»« 

the  eyes.  *'"'  ^"^  e:q,ression  of 

As  for  the  third  member  of  the  partv  h. 
•'  gipsy  hammal,  or  norter   Jk      .  ^'      *^ 
his  way,  agile  as  .  p^"'  I      "^^^  "P"" 
shoulders  a  load  of  bCt  .  ^"«  "P°"  his 

«nte„sils,  and  thi  hkf  ^L""™""^'  '=°°'''»8 
could  h„e  carried  fof^e^^'y^:  =-f «» 
encased  in  raw.hide  shoes  Wl  ,       "  **'• 

the  path.     His  eomnt?  ""'^clessly  upon 

reddkh  elay    his  °2rr  ""'  ""^  ^'o"  of 

^'cen  light^i^trh-re^''''^'''  '"'" 
eyes  of  cats,  and  which  w.mTT^7  T, "  '^ 
-d  Serb  alike  that  the  JZ  of  th'V  "'«"''^- 
a  man  to  be  trusted  ^**'  "  ""t 

The  elder  of  thetwo  Englishmen  walked  up 
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to  the  Jew,  and  slapping  him  soundly  on  the 
back,  addressed  him  in  a  loud,  boisterous  voice, 
speaking  the  language  of  the  cultured  Turk 
with  an  almost  perfect  accent. 

"  Hullo,  baba ! "  said  he.  "  You  seem  to  have 
set  up  your  stall  in  a  somewhat  lonely  place. 
Trade  does  not  appear  to  be  brisk." 

The  old  Jew  awoke  with  a  start,  laid  hold  of 
the  table  with  both  hands,  as  if  he  expected  it  to 
run  away,  and  offered  up  a  prayer  in  the  Yiddish 
of  the  East.  He  then  looked  at  the  English- 
man for  some  time,  and  shaking  his  long  beard, 
mumbled  something  in  Turkish  to  the  effect 
that  he  had  never  seen  the  gentleman  before. 

Now,  this  could  not  very  well  have  happened 
in  England  where  the  personal  appearance  of 
Sir  Charles  Thornton  was  almost  as  well  known 
as  that  of  the  Prime  Minister  himself.  In  all 
probability,  no  man  Hdng  had  done  more  for 
the  advance  of  science.  For  all  that,  his 
energies  were  by  no  means  confined  to  the 
lecture-hall  and  the  study.  By  reason  of  his 
travels  in  the  desert  parts  of  Arabia  and 
Bokhara,  where  he  had  journeyed  for  the 
purpose  of  excavating  and  exploring  the  buried 
cities  of  the  past,  he  deserved  to  rank  with  the 
great  explorers,  such  as  Livingstone  and  Speke. 
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th/!^7"  •  ■»"  who  w»  „  utter  st»ng«  to 

other.  It  was  his  custom  to  find  hi/ 
across   hut    fc.i*  j-  °  his  own  way 

31.  !r  """-^^o^ered  countries,  unone 
peoples  who  were  reputed  tc  he  Ivh. J  u  ^ 
«nd  sav,«e.    He  was   of  ^T^'""'" 

«pute.  "^His  ^ilnraeL'anl  Hh^rweU 

Bulgarian.  VttetpVrrr^"' 
walked,  that   was   due  Tf  r^cshoT"   th 
mounWns  of  Armenia,  whither  h   hjTtemu^' 
at  a  time  when  the  massftPr*.c  ,        •    "^^^^^'^^ 
against  the  advice  of  STS"'"  "  ^'°^'' 

tion  of  di  toTr's.'"T.''''"  •  ^"«»- 
Pu^ose.     On\„rj-rj--  -"his 
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Arab  slave-dealer  before  the  eyes  of  his  slaves, 
until  the  man  cried  out  for  mercy.  He  had 
been  known  to  sit  at  his  study  desk  for  four 
days  at  a  stretch  without  ever  going  to  bed. 
He  had  a  brain  and  a  right  arm  that  never  grew 
weary,  a  heart  soft  as  a  woman's,  and  nerves  of 
steel. 

His  nephew,  Philip  Thornton,  who  now  ac- 
companied him,  was  just  such  a  lad  as  he 
himself  had  been  in  the  seventies.  As  head  of 
the  sixth  form  of  a  leading  public  school,  the 
boy  had  gained  one  of  the  best  scholarships  at 
Cambridge,  in  addition  to  which  he  had  been 
captain  of  football  and  a  member  of  the  rchool 
cricket  eleven.  Already,  he  had  taken  up  the 
study  of  that  science  for  which  his  uncle  was  so 
justly  famous.  He  had  even  devoted  several 
months  to  learning  the  Turkish  language ;  and 
it  had  been  at  his  own  express  desire  that  he 
had  left  England  with  Sir  Charles  upon  an  ex- 
pedition whic'<  was  destined  to  begin  so  tragi- 
cally and  to  '      "aught  with  such  adventure. 

And  meai  lile,  we  have  left  the  scientist 
with  hiK  hand  upon  the  old  Jew  s  shoulder  and 
his  grey  eyes  twinkling  in  fun. 

"Come,  come,  old  fellow,"  said  he;  "I 
thought  your  people  had  the  reputation  of  being 
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eC^tTn^t'"^^-    ^"^  P~fit  "o  you 
Desraes,  it  s  getting  late." 
The  old  man  smiled,  nodded  his  head  ■„  . 

f,  s'f^ V      '  '""8  «»<»  *inny  finger. 
,.     ™;    ■>«  answered,  "there  is  a  festival  i„ 
the  village  yonder.    Presently,  the  pZ^  J^ 
be  eomj^  here  to  dance  the  hora     Then    I 

pi- tds::^THer"^  •"»-  "*'  "-•  -^j"- 

P-nts  in  thrtrihi;°dre:'     yTn  '^I'T 

mL   1   ,      ?  ""''  '^  "^  «»™P  here,  and 
^tor.:^..'"  '"''  *""^   "^  •  '-««'  march 
They  selected  a  suitable  camping  upon  the 
hOkid^  some  thirty  yards  fiom'theV^^d 
here    he  hammal  put  down  his  heav^  buiJen. 

h-^rd^rrhTrstTtS^r^^^- 
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embers  into  the  grass.  T'  ^  hammal,  who 
appeared  to  combine  the  oflSces  of  porter, 
dragoman  and  cook,  betook  himself  to  the 
village  to  procure  a  bucket  of  water  and  pro- 
visions. He  was  a  broad-shouldered,  muscular 
fellow,  with  a  gait  when  he  walked  Uke  some 
great  beast  of  prey. 

Soon  after  he  had  gone,  they  heard  sounds 
of  approaching  music,  and  walking  a  little 
distance  upon  the  path,  they  turned  the  angle 
of  a  clump  of  trees,  and  there  before  them 
was  a  great  number  of  people,  approaching  in 
their  direction. 

At  the  head  of  this  procession  was  a  family 
of  four  persons — gipsies,  clothed  in  rags :  a  man 
and  his  wife — the  man  with  a  fiddle,  the  woman 
with  a  guitar — both  playing  as  they  walked ; 
they  were  preceded  by  their  son  and  heir,  a 
barefooted  urchin  of  about  eight  years  of  age, 
who  progressed  by  means  of  a  series  of  somer- 
saults, commonly  called  "  cart-wheels,"  and 
whose  black,  tangled  hair  fell  over  his  forehead 
like  a  mop;  they  were  followed  by  an  old 
hag,  hobbling  upon  two  sticks,  withered  and 
wrinkled — a  mere  bundle  of  bones  and  rags. 

On  the  heels  of  the  old  woman,  in  strange 
contrast  to  the  dingy  poverty  of  the  gipsies. 
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there  foUowed  about  two  hundred  B„I„„ 
««» in  g«y  holid,y  .ttire  "'*"  P*"" 

a«i«n.  such  „  flow^rj^dTeL'" 
one  had  sevem]  no«n  *     *'**'" 

bracelets  on T  ^"^^^  '^'"'^^  '^'^^  "^^^k  and 

oracelets  on  her  arms;  and  since  manv  of  *h 

were  composed  of  little  silv^.  ^  ^'^ 
together  like  so  ma^^^  L""!;  '*™"* 
forward   with  a  iinaZ      ***''  *'*®  P^^^y  came 

Which,  .^^rj  iTL:r.z  r  t' 

m"s.c.  made  it  .pp^„t  fromt^fet  th^! 
they  were  out  to  enjoy  themselvea  ■""* 

»  Arab  dhow  before  the  rd.  ""'''"''•  ■" 

where^^r:^^f;;™o^attbep, 
peasants  had  cone  bv   f  h.     .         .        *"  *= 
It  was  then  that  theMtlJdT     *"  '°"'"^- 
.^-edinthesombreUriCrZr: 
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tenant  of  the  Bulgarian  Regular  Army,  who 
seemed  to  have  attached  himself  to  the  proces- 
sion more  as  a  spectator  than  with  any  idea 
of  taking  part  in  the  festivities  themselves. 

Sir  Charles,  who  was  too  wide  a  traveller  to 
imagine  that  the  so-called  blunt  manners  of  an 
Englishman  ever  create  anything  but  an  un- 
favourable impression  among  foreigners,  lifted 
his  hat  and  wished  the  officer,  Good-day. 

Immediately,  the  lieutenant  raised  his  hand 
to  the  salute.  Anyone  who  did  not  know 
the  country  would  have  been  surprised  at  his 
extreme  youthfubiess.  He  could  not  have  been 
more  than  seventeen.  Bulgaria  is  one  of  the 
youngest  of  kingdoms ;  its  army  is  one  of  the 
youngest  of  armies.  Several  battalions,  both  of 
the  Active  Army  and  the  Reserve,  are  com- 
manded by  men  well  under  thirty ;  and  in  con- 
sequence the  subalterns,  and  sometimes  even 
the  junior  captains,  are  of  an  age  when  the 
English  boy  is  still  at  school. 

"  I  see  you  are  an  Englishman,  sir,"  said  the 
young  officer.  "I  can  assure  you,  we  Bul- 
garians regard  the  English  nation  with  sincere 
respect.  You  are  travelling,  I  suppose,  for 
pleasure  ? " 

"For  pleasure,"  said  Sir  Charles,  "and  for 
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knowledge.    We  hope  to  m.ke  our  w.y  ri„„, 
the  mountains  tow«ds   the  Servi«,   frontier 
Our  v,«t  to  your  eountry  i,  ^„fy  ;„  ^^ 

Ph.hp  Thornton.    I  have  not  the  plej.ure  of 
knowMig  your  n«me. " 

"My  name,  sir,  i,  Boris  Petn>«."  said  the 
Bute««n  saluting.  ag«„.  ..Lieuten«,t  of  In- 
fantry.  But  surely,  sir.  you  do  not  intend  to 
venture  across  the  mo„nt«„,  alone?  I  ^ 
you  It  IS  not  safe." 

th.!''  ^!r'r  '^'"'"*°"  ™"<^-    "  I  don't  mind 
hu  m  the  least."  said  he.    «  Besides,  I  under- 

"England,"  said  the  lieutenant,  "will  always 
b*  respected  in  Bulgaria,  by  the  people  X 
understand;  because  she  is  the  only  Eu«.«» 
Power  that  does  not  interfere  with  our  aS 

wL.t'";  L?*  "-^"^    ^"S'-"  -^^  »o" 

with  both  Austria  and  Russia.    StiU,  you  can 
expect  neither  the  brigands  who  li;'^™  Z 

tTI        '  r  ^  ^'P''^^  '"'°  -"n  f""  place 
to  pUee,  ™d  who  are  the  scum  of  the  earth,  as 

They  behere  that  eve^r  Englishman  is  a  million- 
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aire ;  and  they  would  not  hesitate  to  murder  a 
man  for  his  money." 

•*  That  will  not  trouble  us,"  said  Sir  Charles, 
quite  simply.  "  Our  way  lies  along  the  northern 
slopes  of  tlie  Rhodop^  Mountains,  and  thither 
we  should  go  if  the  danger  were  twenty  times 
greater  than  you  say.  In  the  meantime,  we 
intend  to  enjoy  ourselves.  I  hear  they  are 
going  to  dance.  This  is  my  nephew's  first  visit 
to  your  country.  He  will  be  interested  in  a 
scene  which  is  so  different  fVom  anything  that 
can  be  seen  in  England." 

They  continued  to  talk  as  they  followed  the 
peasants  and  the  music  to  the  open  stretch  of 
grass  by  the  rose-garden  where  the  old  Jew 
pedlar  had  set  up  his  stall.  Lieutenant  Petroff 
volunteered  the  information  that  he  had  obtained 
eight  days'  leave  from  his  regiment,  which  was 
stationed  in  Sofia,  where  he  lived  with  his  sister. 
He  had  come  on  a  visit  to  his  native  village, 
where  his  father  was  a  grower  of  roses.  Rose 
growing,  for  the  manufacture  of  the  perfume, 
called  "attar  of  roses,"  is  one  of  the  chief 
industries  of  Bulgaria.  Also,  in  Turkey,  a 
great  portion  of  the  plain  of  Thrace  is  one 
enormous  rose-garden.  The  peasants  press  the 
juice  from    the    roses    for    the    perfume,  and 
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«»«„»«.  of  the  peuu  „  ^^^  ^^ 

When  they  .rrived  at  the  Jew's  MU  on  the 
bndle.p,th.  they  found  th.t  the  old  gentkml 
WM  now  not  only  f„,ly  .wjce.  bufdj  "" 
ro.nng  t«de     The  d.y  h«l  been  hot.  .^i'h. 

t^t  he  h.d  .applied  in  the  smtUe*  gl.^ 
he  could  buy.  The  young  men  p„S 
b«rfn«kUce.  »d  bangle,  for  the'younger 

o^re'cr  iiidr^p;!^"*^ ""-  ---^^ 

fhen.   the   two  gipsy   musicians   sUtioned 
themselves  upon  the  grass,  and  struck  up  Z, 
rf  th«e  wild  and  restive  melodies  so  lov^L 
the  1  artar  pe.s«,ts  „f  ,he  East.     The  men  and 
-omen  jomed  hands  and  formed  a  ringed 
the  playen;  .nd  this  ri...  went  danciL  rou"d 
and  round  whUe  the  music  grew  fasfer  "h 
faster,  and  the  melody  more  wild 

t  Jl'rT'H''  "■'  "'"  '•"8  ''°'""«'  t"""*!'  the 
Za  ^^^i""  »<■  ">e  young  lieutenant,  who 
W  seated  themselves  by  the  side  of  the  bridle" 
path.    As  she  approached,  they  saw  that  she 

r  ""I*'"?  '"""""^y  «P"i^ive.    Her  e!^ 
were  weak  and  colourless;  her  grev  hair  m.»C 

with  dirt,  and  the  .kin  upi.nhefZetc::::^':^ 
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and  wrinkled  that  the  might  have  been  a 
hundred  years  of  age.  She  muttered  a  few 
words  in  the  Chingeni  language,  which  no  one 
but  a  gipsy  can  understand,  and  then  spoke 
in  the  vile  Turkish  of  the  Jewish  Mahallahs 
of  the  towns. 

"  Tell  your  fortunes,  rich,  foreign  gentlemen," 
she  croake^.  "The  old  gipsy  woman  is  wise, 
with  the  V     ioin  of  many  years." 

Philip  Thornton  gave  the  old  woman  ten 
centimes,  which  the  young  Bulgarian  protested 
would  be  a  fortune  to  her.  For  a  moment  she 
allowed  her  eyes  to  gloat  upon  the  small, 
glittering  coin ;  then  she  tried  to  bite  it  in 
her  toothless  gums,  to  see  if  it  were  false ;  and 
finally,  with  a  chuckle,  she  thrust  it  into  a 
leather  bag  which  depended  from  her  neck. 

"  Now,"  she  said,  "  let  me  look  at  your  hands. 
I  will  tell  you  what  is  true;  and  /  know." 
There  was  something  weird  in  the  way  she 
saiu  "she  knew."  She  was  like  a  witch.  It 
was  not  difficult  to  believe  that,  indeed,  she 
had  the  power  of  seeing  into  the  future. 

It  was  Boris  Petroff  who  was  the  first  to  hold 
out  his  hand,  and  she  took  it  between  her  claw- 
like fingers,  looked  at  it  "n  instant,  and  then 
shook  a  forefinger  in  the  young  Bulgarian's  face. 


1}  I 
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"I  understand," said  he     ■<«■    i       • 
the  forts  of  Adrianople    and  tuf^  '{  ™«  -^ 
by  night  can  onlv  m-.!  *^*  """*  «*« 

to  say^  before  ii^^^tTT'"^''    ™»*  ^ 
^  ho  hammering  on  tt^t!^"r""  ^"^^ 

young  offleef ;:  rf^hT^And  t^  "^.  **""  ""^ 
Philip  Thornton's  hand  wWoh  f  t^'^" 
to  her  eyes.  "''  **  ''fted  close 

"A  long  night,"  said  she   "«,ifi.  *t,     . 
the  sky,  and  clouds  of  fi~\  .^     ^""^^  '" 

^grj^  -«-•  - '"-Kr^ - 

--Tr,r----..e.eant, 

more  than  repeat  Th."^'  ^  "^^"^^  ^°  «« 
icpeat  the  words  :     «  A  i«„ 

a  iong  searcl,,  and  at  the  end    .t  t  ^  °'*^^'' 
grave."  end— a  dark,  moving 
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It  was  now  Sir  Charles's  turn,  and  with  a 
smile  upon  his  lips,  half  good-humoured  and 
hsl  sceptical,  the  scientist  held  forth  his  hand. 
The  old  Ua^f  looked  at  it  an  instant,  and  then 
dropped  it  with  an  exclamation  which  was  at 
Ci:ct,  1-  chuckle  and  a  shudder,  and  which  was 
horrible  to  hear. 

" In  two  days,"  said  she,  "the  book  is  closed." 
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CHAPTER  II 

THE  GIPSY  CAMP 

Boris  sprang  to  his  feet  and  shook  his  fist  at 
the  old  woman,  who  cringed  before  him.  her 
face  half  hidden  in  her  folded  arms.  And  mean- 
whUe.  the  dance  went  on.  and  the  peasants  with 
their  gay  dresses  and  their  shouts  and  laughter 
went  flying  round  and  round. 

M  "  ?r/r  ^°"  'P^^^  **^"^ ' "  he  cried.  The 
blood  had  flown  to  his  cheeks.  His  eyes  were 
ablaze.  Philip  Thornton  saw  then,  for  the  first 
time,  that,  despite  the  conventionality  of  the 
uniform  he  wore,  there  was  more  than  a  little  of 
the  savage  in  the  soul  of  the  young  Bulgarian. 

"  I  have  said  but  the  truth."  the  old  woman 
whined.     « I  speak  with  the  wisdom  of  years  " 

"  You  speak  falsely."  cried  the  other.  "Go 
There,  take  that,  and  be  off."  He  flung  a  smaU 
com  upon  the  ground,  and  with  a  gesture  sent 
her  packing. 

Sir  Charies  Thornton  rose  to  his  great  height 
and  stretched  his  arms  as  if,  after  a  long  day's 
march,  he  was  somewhat  stiff  in  his  joints 
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"I  assure  you,"  said  he,  "you  take  these 
things  too  seriously.  For  myself,  I  am  not  at 
all  superstitious.  The  good  lady's  words  have 
not  distressed  me  in  the  least.  1  have  heard 
tales  hke  that  before." 

Boris  Petroff;  however,  who  had  the  blood 
of  the  East  in  his  veins,  was  of  a  different 
way  of  thinking.  It  was  evident  that  the  old 
gipsy  s  prophecies  caused  him  some  uneasiness. 
He  fingered  the  hilt  of  his  sword,  and  then 
sat  down  upon  the  ground,  with  folded  arms, 
frowning  hke  a  man  who  is  lost  in  the  most 
unpleasant  thoughts. 

In  the  meantime,  as  the  dance  progressed, 
various  people  joined  in — men,  women,  and  even 
children — until,  at  last,  the  circle  was  so  large 
"lat  it  was  necessary  to  make  a  break  some- 
re.  This  was  done  at  the  bidding  of  a 
man  who  appeared  to  have  taken  upon  himself 
the  duties  of  master  of  the  ceremonies;  and 
then,  the  dancers  began  to  move  nearer  and 
nearer  to  the  musicians,  in  the  form  of  a  spiral, 
until  the  whole  crowd  were  so  pressed  together 
and  the  laughter  and  merriment  were  so  great, 
that  the  players  threw  down  their  instruments, 
and  passed  round  *he  hat. 

By  then,  the  hammal  had  returned  from  the 
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village  with  a  pail  of  water,  a  very  lean  and 
scraggy  chicken,  and  an   enormrus  pumpkin, 
and  was  soon  at  work  preparing  the  evening 
meal.    This  man,  whom  Sir  Charles  had  en- 
gaged  in  Sofia,  and  who  went   by  the  name 
of  Barco,  called  himself  a  Turk,  though   he 
was  undoubtediv  of  Gipsy  blood.     He  was  re- 
ported to  be  V..'      quainted  with  the  many 
by-paths  over   the  mountains.     Moreover,  he 
was  that  rara  avis— a  gipsy  who  could  both 
read  and  write.     He  had  offered  his  services 
on  the  very  day  of  their  arrival  at  the  Bulgarian 
capital,  expressing  his    willingness  to  convert 
himself  into  a  beast  of  burden,  and  lauding  his 
own  capacities  as  a  cook.     He  seemed  rather 
surprised,   however,   when  he  learnt  that    the 
scientist  and  his  nephew  intended  to  travel  on 
foot,  bivouacking  night  by  night  wheresoever  the 
end  of  the  day's  march  found  them.     This  v-as 
not  the  habit  of  the  majority  of  travellers  who 
had  come  the  way  of  Barco.     Sir  Charles,  how- 
ever,  had  his  own  methods.     He  had  spent  a 
great  deal  of  his  life  in  the  open  air.     Both  he 
and  his  nephew  carried  knapsacks  on  their  backs ; 
and  these,  together  with  the  load  borne  by  the' 
hammal,  contained  their  camp  equipment.    They 
carried  with  them  a  very  limited  supply  of  pro- 
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visions,  subsisting  for  the  most  part  on  what 
they  could  purchase  in  the  villages  they  passed. 
When  their  meal  was  prepared,  they  asked 
the  Bulgarian  lieutenant  to  join  them.  Thank- 
ing them  for  their  kindness,  Boris  said  he  would 
be  delighted.  Seated  cross-legged  around  the 
camp  fire,  the  three  talked  until  long  after  dark  ; 
and  it  was  during  that  conversation  that  there 
sprang  up  between  the  young  soldier  and  Philip 
Thornton  a  friendship  that  was  destined  to  hold 
these  two  together  throughout  the  stormy  days 
to  follow,  and  to  lead  to  a  result  which  neither 
could  possibly  have  foreseen. 

They  talked  first  of  politics,  the  never-ending 
problem  of  the  East.     In  Boris,  they  recognised 
the  bitterness  of  feelmg  that  mvariably  exists  in 
a  small  countr>  encompassed  on  every  side  by 
larger  and  stronger  nations.    For  years,  Bulgaria 
has  been  like  a  small  boy  at  the  mercy  of  three 
atrocious  bullies:   Austria  to  the  west,  Russia 
to  the  north,  and  Turkey  to  the  south.     But 
Bulgaria  was  not  sufficiently  servile,  and  she  was 
far  too  proud  and  ambitious,  to  play  the  part 
of  a  "  fag."    Since  the  times  of  the  Shipka  Pass, 
when,  with  the  aid  of  Russia,  she  gained  her 
freedom  from  the  Turk,  war  with  T-   key  has 
been  regarded  as  inevitable.     Owing  to  the  per- 
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sistent  iJi-treatment  of  the  Bulgarian  peasants 
of  the  Turkish  district  of  Maceconia.  sooner  or 
later  the  blow  had  to  be  struck.     But,  if  Boris 
Petroff  hated  the  Turk,  he  hated  the  Greek 
with    an    even    more  bitter    hatred.      Within 
recent  years,  Bulgaria  severed  her  connection 
with  the  Greek  Orthodox  Church,  and  founded 
a  Church  of  her  own.     Much  of  the  terrible 
massacreing  of  whoUy  innocent  ^ple.  which 
has  been  taking  place  in  Macedonia  during  the 
last  twenty  years,  has  been  between  Christian 
and  Christian,  whilst  Turkey  has  remained  an 
unconcerned  spectator. 

Still,  as  the  young  Bulgarian  pointed  out  to 
them,  and  as  they  knew  already,  the  Turkish 
Government  was  alone  to  blame  for  the  extreme 
poverty  that  existed  in  Macedonia  and  Thrace, 
for  the  gross  injustice  with  which  the  foreign 
subjects  of  the   Sultan  were  treated,   and   for 
a  condition  of  affairs  that  amounted  to  incessant 
turmoil  and  rebellion,  wherein  the  burning  of 
viUages  and  murder  were  affairs  of  almost  daily' 
occurrence.     For  years  the  European   Powers 
had  been  endeavouring  to  teach  Turkey  to  rule 
That  Turkey  had  profited  nothing  by  this  teach- 
ing was  apparent,   since    the   country  was  in 
a  worse  condition  than  ever.     It  was  therefore 
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time  to  take  the  matter  out  of  the  hands  of 
the  Turk,  to  set  frtc  the  Bulgar  peasants  who 
were  oppressed,  ill-treated  and  abused  by  the 
wearers  of  the  fez.  In  a  word,  the  time  was 
come  "or  the  Sword  of  Deliverance  to  be  drawn, 
to  drive  the  Turk  from  Europe,  across  the 
Bosphorus,  and  into  the  deserts  of  Asia  whence 
he  came. 

As  the  young  man  talked,  he  raised  his  voice 
higher  and  higher,  and  once  more  his  eyes 
flashed  and  the  savage  stirred  in  his  soul. 
Neither  Sir  Charles  Thornton  nor  his  nephew 
could  deny  the  truth  in  all  tliat  he  had  to  say. 
After  all,  his  feelings  were  natural  enough.  He 
beheld  his  nation,  strong  and  virile  in  its  youth, 
bound  beneath  the  yoke  by  men  who,  though 
they  had  fought  bravely  in  the  past,  were  corrupt, 
arrogant,  and  lazy. 

Nearly  five  centuries  had  elapsed  since  the 
standard  of  the  Greek  Byzantine  Empire,  the 
last  bulwark  of  ancient  Rome,  had  been  swept 
from  the  walls  of  Constantinople  by  the  advanc- 
ing hordes  of  the  invincible  Ottoman  Turk. 
Two  hundred  years  before  then,  the  Bulgars — 
men  of  Tartar  descent,  not  unrelated  to  the 
Turk  himself— had  come  south  to  the  Danube, 
from  the  Volga  and  the  Black  Sea  coast.     We 
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must  go  far  back  into  history  before  we  find 
the  first  encounter,  the  first  clash  of  swords 
between  the  men  of  these  two  Tarter  races  the 
one  moving  south  and  the  other  northward. 

Throughout  all  the  world,  there  has    ver  been 
but  a  smgle  Law  of  Race :  the  weak  must  give 
way  before  the  strong.     We  find  it  in  the  history 
of  our  own  nation  :   the  Saxon  drove  the  Celt 
into  Wales  and  Cornwall,  and  himself  went 
down   before  the    Norman    conqueror.     It    is 
the  same  wherever  we  look  :  the  Aryan  drove 
through  India  from  the  north,  and  the  Gond 
fled  to  the  hills;  the  Medes  and  the  Persians 
swept  from  the  grass-lands  of  Central  Asia  to 
the  Nile,  and  governed  wheresoever  they  went  • 
at  about  the  time  of  the  Conquest  of  England.' 
the  fair-haired,   blue-eyed  giants  of  the  north 
swept  down  upon  Europe  from  the  shores  of 
the  Baltic,  and  even  established  themselves  on 
the  northern  coast  of  Africa. 

If  it  is  possible  to  explain  the  problem  of  the 
Balkans,  the  explanation  is  to  be  found  in  this 
relentless  Law  of  Race.  Like  the  Japanese  and 
the  German,  the  Bulgarian  must  have  a  fair 
held  for  his  energies ;  and  for  that  fair  field  he 
IS  prepared  to.  fight.  If  he  wins,  he  has  proved 
himself  worthy  of  the  reward. 
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This,  at  least,  was  the  opinion  held  by  Sir 
Charles  Thornton,  who— as  the  world  knows— 
was  no  enemy  to  the  Turk.  Phihp  was  a  firm 
believer  in  his  uncle's  views,  and  Boris  Petroff 
had  the  young  man's  sympathy  from  the  start. 
Besides,  he  had  liked  the  lieutenant  from  the 
very  moment  he  first  set  eyes  upon  him.  Boris 
was,  perhaps,  less  reserved  than  the  majority 
of  his  race.  He  gave  one  the  immediate  impres- 
sion of  being  extremely  earnest,  capable  of 
showing  great  determination  and  tenacity  of 
purpose,  thoroughly  honourable,  sincere  and 
loyal — one  who  would  make  an  invaluable  friend, 
but  an  enemy  by  no  means  to  be  despised. 

In  strong  contrast  to  these  excellent  qualities, 
was  a  trait  which  he  shared  in  common  with  the 
majority  of  his  race :  he  was  undoubtedly  super- 
stitious. During  the  course  of  the  evening,  the 
conversation  turned  upon  the  subject  of  the 
old  gipsy  woman  who  had  told  their  fortunes. 
1-  lom  what  the  young  Bulgarian  said,  it  was 
evident  that  he  placed  infinite  faith  in  every 
word  the  old  witch  had  uttered. 

Speaking  very  seriously  indeed,  he  told  Sir 
Charles  that  he  feared  some  danger  hung  above 
his  head.  He  implored  the  scientist  to  put  off 
his  visit  to  the  mountains,  imtil  the  times  were 
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mo»  fevourable  «.d  the  «,u„try  in  l«s  dis- 
orfer.  He  said  th.t  to  ignore  the  old  womb's 
warning  was  to  fly  in  the  face  of  Vroviden" 

was  about  to  leave  them,  to  return  to  the  vilUcre 
wh«e  h.,  father  lived,  he  took  Sir  Ch«w! 
hand  to  say  Good-bye.  l-harless 

"Once  more,"  said  he    "I  ^nfr..» 
ch«,geyourpUns."  "*"'  '"'"  *" 

smal"4"l'   ™P<«^We,"    said    the    other, 

tTS    /",     °  '""""•^■t™^  I  must  return 
to  England.     I  am  a  busy  man." 

tosJp^J^""^"''""'-    I  ^h-U  not  be  able 

With  that,  he  turned  upon  his  heel,  and  went 
down    he  hiU.     They  heart  his  fo.;tsteps  f" 

except  for  an  owl  that  swept  overhead  \v,tl. 
noiseless  wing,  and  hooted  as  ft  pa ssL.1t  w  s 

b^^«  between  the  young  Bulgarian  and  his 
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The  following  morning  they  were  well  upon 
the  line  of  march  before  the  sun  had  risen.  At 
midday,  they  passed  the  main  road,  which 
crosses  the  mountains  at  the  Juma  Pass,  and 
soon  afterwards  halted  for  a  meal,  in  the  cool 
of  evening  they  continued  on  their  way,  still 
holding  to  the  northern  side  of  the  mountains, 
which  grew  more  desolate  and  rugged.  The 
next  day,  a  journey  of  several  miles  brought 
them  to  a  large  forest  of  oak  and  juniper  trees, 
with  firs  on  the  upper  slopes,  overlooking  a 
vast  plain,  green  with  vineyards,  and  where 
fruit-trees  were  in  blossom. 

The  path  which  they  had  followed  throughout 
had  now  narrowed,  and  in  this  district  was  so 
little  used,  that  grass  was  growing  under  foot 
and  stones  were  covered  with  moss.  According 
to  their  calculations,  their  destination  should  be 
somewhere  close  at  hand,  on  the  other  side  of 
the  forest. 

That  night  they  camped  in  a  glade  where 
a  cluster  of  great  rocks  was  overtopped  by  trees 
whose  branches  were  so  interwoven  as  to  form 
a  kind  of  roof  above  their  heads.  The  light  of 
the  stars,  and  even  of  the  moon,  was  altogether 
shrt  out.  When  their  wood  fire  burned  up,  the 
flames  casL  a  lurid  reflection  upon  the  rocks,  the 
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trunks  of  the  trees,  a„d  the  under  side  of  the 
leaves,  which  so  jumped  and  flickered  that  it 
seemed  as  if  Nature  danced  around  them.     This 
suggestion  of  life  in  the  forest  was  enhanced  by 
the  incessant  bubbling  of  a  spring  which  came 
forth  among  the  rocks  and  formed  a  pool,  the 
water  from  which  found  its  outlet  into  a  small 
stream  that  flowed  down  the  hill.     Indeed,  this 
was  the  very  place  where,  in  classic  days,  nymphs 
might  have  danced  to  the  pipes  of  Pan. 

Philip  and  his  uncle  had  followed  the  brook 
some  little  distance,  to  find  a  suitable  place  for 
washing— an  operation  that  Barco  generaUy 
managed  to  dispense  with;  and  when  thev 
returned  to  the  glade,  they  found  to  their 
astonishment  that  the  hammal  had  unaccount- 
ably disappeared. 

Since  the  man  did  not  return  after  the  lapse 
of  several  minutes,  they  began  to  fear  that  some 
misadventure  had    befallen   him.     The  brown 
bear  is  still  to  be  found  in  these  mountains,  and 
wo  ves  are  very  numerous,  though  the  ravages 
of  these  latter  are  confined,  for  the  most  part, 
to  small  game,  such  as  deer,  foxes,  hares,  and 
polecats.      However,   to    search    haphazard   in 
the  forest   would   be  worse  than  fruitless,   by 
reason  of  the  darkness;  they  would  be  certain 
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to  lose  their  way.  They  could  only  continue 
to  follow  the  path  which  they  had  traversed  for 
the  last  three  days,  in  the  hope  that  Barco  was 
not  far  ahead.  Accordingly,  taking  with  them 
a  lantern,  they  set  out  together,  having  heaped 
more  wood  upon  the  fire.  It  is  a  curious  coinci- 
dence that,  before  they  had  gone  ten  yards.  Sir 
Charles  stopped  abruptly  and  laid  a  hand  upon 
his  nephew's  shoulder. 

*♦  Philip,"  said  he,  '•  I  have  never  told  you 
of  Yildirim  Bey  ?  " 

He  conveyed  the  question  by  an  intonation 
of  the  voice.  Philip  answered  that,  to  the  best 
of  his  belief,  he  had  never  heard  the  name  in 
his  life. 

"Yildirim,"  said  Sir  Charles,  "is  a  Turk  of 
the  Turks ;  hospitable,  proud,  dignified,  a  warrior 
who  would  choose  to  die  with  his  face  towards 
the  enemy.  However,  he  differs  from  the 
majority  of  his  countrymen  in  some  very  im- 
portant particulars ;  he  is  neither  corrupt  nor 
neglectful  of  his  duties.  I  know  of  no  more 
capable  man  in  Turkey."  Sir  Charles  paused, 
and  then  went  on  in  the  low  voice  of  one  who 
conveys  a  secret.  "  I  must  tell  you,"  said  he, 
"  it  is  not  only  in  the  interests  of  science  that  I 
am  here.     The  fact  is,  I  have  meddled  in  affairs 
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which,  I  suppose,  should  lie  outside  my  province. 
I  am  acting  as  intermediary  between  Yildirim 
Bey  and  a  certain  English  millionaire.  Should 
anything  happen  to  me,  it  will  be  important  for 
you  to  see  Yildirim,  who  resides  in  Adrianople." 

Philip  was  puzzled.  He  regarded  his  uncle 
in  surprise.  He  was  just  able  to  distinguish 
Sir  Charles's  features  by  the  jumping  light  of 
the  lantern.  There  was  something  in  the  face 
of  the  elder  man  that  was  terribly  serious.  His 
nephew  had  never  heard  him  speak  with  such 
evident  emotion.  We  all  know  that,  for  some 
reason  or  other,  certain  moods  are  infectious. 
When  Philip  spoke,  there  was  a  tremor  in  his 
voice. 

"  Why  do  you  tell  me  this  ? "  he  asked. 

His  uncle  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"  I  can't  say,"  said  he.  "  I  thought  it  best 
to  let  you  know.  Come,  we  must  look  for 
Barco." 

Holding  the  lantern  in  his  hand.  Sir  Charles 
swung  forward  on  the  path,  Philip  following 
close  upon  his  heels. 

It  was  as  well  they  carried  a  light,  for  the 
darkness  was  so  great  that  otherwise  they  would 
not  have  been  able  to  see  a  yard  before  their 
faces.     Their  way  led  them  uphill.     It  seemed 
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the  pathway  ran  parallel  to  the  brook,  for  the 
gurgling  sound  of  the  water  was  constant  in 
their  ears.  Despite  the  fact  that  the  day  had 
been  warm,  the  night  was  cold ;  and  a  soft  wind 
had  sprung  up  from  the  north-east  which  caused 
the  branches  of  the  trees  to  rustle  in  the  night. 

Presently,  they  came  to  a  place  where  a 
bright  light  shone  forth  immediately  before 
them.  It  appeared  quite  suddenly,  like  a  flash- 
light on  the  sea;  and  a  little  after  they  heard 
a  strange  noise  which  they  could  not,  at  first, 
associate  with  any  fixed  idea. 

As  they  drew  nearer,  approaching  stealthily 
through  the  forest,  they  found  that  this  noise 
was  a  medley  of  many  varied  sounds.  In  the 
first  place,  there  was  music,  similar  to  that 
which  they  had  heard  on  the  previous  afternoon, 
when  the  Bulgarians  danced  the  "  hora."  Then, 
there  were  men's  voices,  raised  high  in  anger, 
or  excitement.  And  lastly,  there  was  the  shrill, 
high-pitched  voice  of  a  woman  who  sang  some 
wild  folk-song  of  the  desert,  wliich  carried 
further  and  sounded  clearer  than  the  gruffer 
voices  of  the  men.  Sir  Charles  raised  the 
lantern,  opened  the  glass,  and  blew  out  the 
light.  Then  they  advanced  more  warily  than 
ever,  Philip  actually  on  tip-toe. 
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After  a  while  they  came  to  an  open  place 
amid  the  trees,  very  similar  to  the  glade  where 
they    had  camped.      Here,   a   great    fire   was 
bummg  that  sent  the  smoke  upward  to  the 
branches  of  the  trees,  the  leaves  upon  which 
curled  and  withered  in  the  heat.     Before  the 
fire  was  a  kind  of  stage  where  ^ix  musicians 
were  playing,  heart  and  soul  in  the  matter 
rockmg  their  heads  to  the  time.    There  were 
three  fiddles,  an  accordion,  a  zither  played  with 
hammers,  and  a  "  tambouratch  "—a  large,  bass 
guitar. 

Upon  this  primitive  stage-which  was,  in  fact, 
nothmg  but  the  bod;-  of  a  buliock-cart.  raised 
from  the  axle-tree  and  turned  upside  down— a 
girl  sang  and  danced,  brandishing  a  knife  in 
her  hand.    Her  song  was  evidently  some  com- 
position  in  the  spirit  of  revenge,  since,  from 
time  to  time— apparently  at  the  end  of  every 
verse-she  made  as  if  she  stabbed  an  enemy 
and  lifted  a  shriek  that  was  terrible  to  hear.' 
At  which  a  murmur,  menacing  like  the  growl 
of  beasts,  passed  over  the  unshaven,  villainous- 
looking  crowd  that  formed  her  audience. 

Philip  Thornton  and  his  uncle  were  well 
hidden  from  view  of  those  around  the  fire  by 
the  thickness  of  the  undergrowth.      They  re- 
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viewed  the  scene,  in  all  its  romantic  savagery, 
as  people  in  a  theatre  see  a  play.  There  was 
no  need  for  Sir  Charles  to  tell  his  nephew 
that  these  people  were  vagrant  gipsies  of  the 
East,  whom  Boris  PetrofF  had  described  as 
"the  scum  of  the  earth."  Not  a  word  that  the 
girl  sang,  or  that  passed  among  her  audience,  was 
comprehensible  to  the  travellers,  since  neither 
was  acquainted  with  the  ancient  Chingeni  lan- 
guage. For  all  that,  it  was  plain  that  the 
singer  strove  to  incite  her  hearers  to  some  deed 
of  blood,  and  that,  word  by  word,  she  worked 
them  up  to  a  fever  heat  of  excit  nent ;  so  that 
before  long  they  might  not  be  responsible  for 
their  actions. 

By  their  own  traditions,  the  gipsies  are  de- 
scended from  Cain,  the  murderer  of  his  brother 
Abel.  Those  that  have  crossed  the  Carpathians 
into  Western  Europe  have  mingled  to  some 
extent  with  the  races  of  the  West ;  but  the 
gipsies  of  the  Balkans  are  sprung  by  direct 
descent  from  their  dark-skinned  ancestors  who 
were  driven  from  India  in  the  early  centuries 
of  the  Christian  era.  They  are  the  thieves  and 
beggars,  the  scavengers  and  wastrels  of  the 
East.  They  roam  from  Greece  to  Roumania, 
from  Bosnia  to  the  Dardanelles — a   homeless 
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nation,  with  no  written  language  of  their  own, 
and  with  some  mysterious  rites  in  the  way  of 
religion,  the  secret  of  which  no  man  yet  has 
ever  been  able  to  discover. 

When  the  girl  had  finished  her  song,  the 
gipsies  called  upon  her  by  the  Turkish  name 
of  Leila.  There  was  no  doubt  now  that  they 
were  well  primed  for  whatsoever  she  desired 
them  to  do,  for  several  knives  were  drawn  and 
flourished  in  the  air.  At  heart,  the  gipsy  is, 
perhaps,  the  greatest  coward  in  the  world.  He 
is,  however,  susceptible  to  music,  which  can 
play  upon  his  nature  as  it  works  in  the  evil 
spirit  of  a  snake. 

But  the  girl  herself,  the  singer,  was  a  snake. 

She  was  lithe  and  supple,  and  beautiful  despite 

her  rags;   and  in  the  flash  of  her  dark  green 

eyes,  and  the  frown  that  lay  upon  her  brows, 

there    was   something  indescribably  venomous 

and  cruel      The  knife  she  twisted  with   her 

fingers    was  a  plaything  that,   beyond  doubt, 

she  would  not  hesitate  to  use.     As  she  appeared 

m  the  red  glow  of  the  fire,  with  the  dark  night 

around  her,  she  seemed  to    Philip    Thornton 

another    Fury,    the    very    incarnation    of   the 

genius  of  evil. 

Raising  her  knife,  so  that  the  blade  flashed 
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in  the  firelight,  and  pointing  with  a  finger  of 
the  other  hand  to  the  east,  she  seemed  to  call 
for  a  man.  And  immediately,  Barco  sprang 
upon  the  platform,  at  her  side. 

There  was  a  shout  of  applause :  and  Philip 
caught  the  word  « Inglizhar,"  which  could  mean 
«  Englishman,"  and  nothing  else.  It  was  then, 
for  the  first  time,  he  recognised  their  danger, 
and  seizing  his  uncle  by  the  arm,  he  attempted 
to  drag  him  away. 

It  was  too  late,  however.  They  were  too 
near  the  gipsy  encampment  to  hope  to  escape. 
A  piece  of  wood,  a  brittle  faUen  branch,  broke 
underfoot  with  a  loud  snap,  and  they  were 
instantly  discovered  by  both  Barco  and  the  girl. 
With  a  roar  like  that  of  a  pack  of  wolves  as 
they  rush  in  upon  their  quarry,  the  whole  gang 
swept  down  upon  the  travellers. 


Ill 
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What  happened  in  the  next  brief  seconds 
cannot  be  told  in  a  word.  Philip  thrust  his 
hand  into  his  hip-pocket;  but,  before  he  could 
draw  his  revolver,  both  arms  were  pinned  to 
his  sides.  Struggling  frantically,  he  was  half 
led,  half  carried  into  the  open  space  by  the  fire. 
Though  he  did  not  desist  from  his  efforts,  he 
soon  found  there  was  small  chance  of  escape. 
He  was  overpowered  by  five  men,  each  one 
more  than  his  equal  in  the  matter  of  physical 
str-^ngth.  It  was  only  the  sight  of  his  uncle, 
and  the  tragedy  of  the  scene  that  followed,  that 
made  him  determined  not  to  resign  himself 
to  Fate. 

Sir  Charles  fought  his  way  into  the  firelight, 
in  the  midst  of  a  struggling  mass.  In  one  hand 
he  held  his  revolver ;  and  to  this  wrist  two  men 
clung  in  desperation.  Another  gipsy,  full  length 
upon  the  ground,  had  hold  of  his  legs,  and 
was  dragged,  inch  by  inch,  towards  the  fire. 
Barco  himself,  the  treacherous  hammal,  having 
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engaged  his  employer  from  the  front,  had  been 
seiied  by  the  throat,  to  be  driven  backward  as 
Su:  Charies  endeavoured  to  reach  his  nephew. 

Of  the  struggle  that  foUowed,  Philip  was  an 
impotent  spectator.  Try  as  he  might,  he  could 
do  nothing:  he  could  render  his  uncle  no  help. 
And  almost  before  he  knew  it,  the  snake  girl 
had  glided  up  to  him,  and  lashing  a  rope  around 
his  waist,  Lad  so  bound  him  to  the  trunk  of  a 
tree  that  he  was  no  longer  at  liberty  to  move. 

He  saw  Sir  Charles  strike  out  with  his  fist, 
and  send  Barco  reeling  backward.  But  the 
man  upon  the  ground  still  clung  to  the  English- 
man's ankles ;  and  a  momfent  after.  Sir  Charles 
tripped  an  J  fell.  In  less  than  a  second,  he  was 
on  his  feet  again ;  and  then  three  shots  from 
his  revolver  rang  out  into  the  wood. 

The  Eastern  gipsy  dreads  a  firearm  as  a  cur- 
dog  dreads  the  whip.  Sir  Charies  had  fired 
without  aim ;  indeed  it  is  more  than  probable 
that  his  revolver  had  gone  off  by  mistake.  In 
consequence,  no  one  was  hit ;  but  the  cowards 
retreated  with  despatch,  and  endeavoured  to 
hide  themselves  behind  the  trunks  of  the  trees 
and  the  undergrowth. 

Only  the  giri  remained.     Knife  in  hand,  she 
approached  in  a  crouching  attitude.     She  re- 
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sembled  a  tiger  about  to  spring.  Barco  crawled 
across  her  path  on  hands  and  knees,  and  stooping, 
she  whispered  a  few  quick  words  in  his  ear. 
Then,  she  went  on  drawing  nearer  to  Sir  Charles, 
who  could  not  so  far  forget  the  inherent 
instincts  of  his  race  as  to  fire  upon  a  woman. 
The  gipsy  girl  spoke  in  Turkish— the  Turkish 
of  the  peasant  classes,  which  is  distinguished 
from  the  language  of  the  cultured  by  its  want 
of  Arabic  words. 

"  Thou  art  a  fool,"  said  she,  "  to  play  the  spy 
upon  the  gipsies.  Do  you  think  we  mean  you 
harm  ? " 

For  answer,  Sir  Charles  pointed  to  his  nephew, 
who  was  bound  securely  to  a  tree.  Also,  he 
reminded  the  girl  that  s' e  herself  and  her  com- 
panions carried  knives. 

Without  a  doubt,  the  cunning  of  this  woman 
was  something  fiendish.  At  this  moment.  Sir 
Charles  Thornton  held  the  upper  hand.  He 
was  free;  his  revolver  was  loaded;  and  there 
was  not  a  firearm  in  the  gipsy  camp.  He  had 
but  to  shoot  down  one,  to  scatter  the  whole  band 
to  the  four  quarters  of  the  compass.  He  re- 
frained only  because  it  was  a  woman  who 
approached  him,  though  she  carried  a  knife  in 
her  hand  and  the  glint  of  murder  was  in  her  eye. 
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Just  now,  she  laughed,  throwing,  now  and  again, 
a  furtire  glance  towards  the  revolver. 

"Thou  knowest,"  said  she,  "that  the  gipsies 
have  their  secrets ;  and  because  they  have  their 
secrets,  they  are  afraid  of  spies.  It  is  plain  that 
thou  and  thy  friend  are  ghiaurs,  foreigners  from 
the  west.  The  ghiaurs  are  our  friends.  They 
ask  us  to  play;  we  sing  to  them,  and  they  give 
us  money." 

"  Rest  assured,"  said  Sir  Charles,  "  we  mean 
nothing  but  friendship.  Suffer  us  to  go  in  peace, 
and  you  will  not  repent  it." 

"  It  is  well,"  said  the  gipsy  girl,  as  if  they  had 
arrived  at  the  conclusion  of  the  whole  affaii, 
"To  prove  to  you  that  we  mean  no  harm,  I 
throw  away  my  knife." 

So  saying,  she  cast  her  knife  upon  the  ground 
in  a  kind  of  savage  wrath,  so  that  the  point  was 
driven  deep  into  the  soil.  There,  by  reason  of 
the  length  and  fineness  of  the  blade,  it  vibrated, 
trembling  like  a  leaf. 

The  girl  danced,  pointing  to  the  shaking  knife. 
It  seemed  natural  for  her  to  dance.  She  danced 
as  the  birds  sing. 

"  See,"  she  cried,  "  it  is  as  if  it  hves.     When 
it  is  still,  the  light  in  the  moon  goes  out." 
Sir  Charles  was  unable  to  understand   her 
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words.  None  the  less,  his  eyes  foUowed  the 
direction  indicated,  and  he  watched  the  handle 
of  the  knife  quivering  in  the  firelight  No 
doubt,  by  reason  of  the  weird  gesticuUtions  and 
the  dancing  of  the  girl,  the  object  seemed  to 
fascinate  him.  It  was  as  she  had  said;  the 
thing  might  have  been  alive.  For  some 
moments  he  did  not  move  his  gaze.  And  at 
the  end  of  that  time,  there  came  a  sudden  cry 
from  Philip— a  cry  to  his  uncle  to  stand  upon 
his  guard. 

Once  again,  the  warning  was  too  late.  Whilst 
the  snake  girl  attracted  Sir  Charles's  attention 
from  the  front,  Barco,  knife  in  hand,  was  creep- 
ing  like  a  cat  behind  him,  in  the  shadow  of  the 
trees.  As  Philip  gave  the  warning,  the  hammal 
sprang,  and  with  a  wild  shout,  drove  his  knife 
between  the  shoulder-blades  of  one  of  the  most 
notable  men  in  Europe.  Sir  Charles  sank  to 
the  ground  in  silence,  and  lay  qi  -  stiU,  huddled 
and  terrible  in  death. 

That  scene  wiU  live  in  the  mind  of  Philip 
Thornton  to  the  very  end  of  his  days.  It  was 
a  tragedy  so  pitiless  and  wasteful.  He  struggled 
in  a  kind  of  madness  to  free  himself  from  the 
bonds  that  bound  him.  He  caUed  loudly  upon 
his  uncle  by  name,  and  since  the  stiU  form  gave 
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no  answer,  fearing  Sir  Charles  was  dead,  he 
renewed  his  efforts  with  such  tempestuous 
violence  that  the  cords  cut  deep  into  his 
wrists. 

"Be  quick!"  cried  the  girl  to  Barco. 
"  Quick  1" 

Though  she  spoke  in  the  gipsy  language, 
there  could  be  no  doubt  as  to  the  meaning  of 
her  words.  At  the  same  time,  she  pointed 
excitedly  in  the  direction  of  the  path  by  which 
they  had  come. 

Barco  picked  up  the  lantern  which  Sir  Charies 
had  thrown  down,  lit  it,  and  set  off  running  as 
fast  as  he  could  go. 

For  a  while  there  was  silence  around  the  fire. 
Everyone  of  the  gipsies  had  a  guUty  look,  even 
the  giri  herself.  They  seemed  terrified  by  the 
deed  they  had  committed,  and  could  neither 
look  directly  at  the  evidence  of  their  crime  nor 
could  they  look  away  from  it  for  long.  They 
had,  perhaps,  some  vision  of  the  gallows,  for 
both  Turk  and  Bulgar  made  short  shift  of  the 
gipsy  criminal.  The  girl  bent  down,  felt  the 
dead  man's  heart,  and  shuddered.  At  the  root 
of  her  shuddering  was  fear ;  there  was  neither 
pity  nor  repentance  in  her  cruel,  cat-like  eyes. 
She  looked  away  with  a  hang-dog  look ;  and  as 
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oft«n  as  she  did  so,  her  eyes  came  back  to  the 
\  ictim  of  her  treachery. 

As  for  PhUip,  in  his  heart,  inefficient  ancer 

soo.     rave  way  to  a  flood  of  remorse.     He  had 

I'-ed    is  uncle  dearly;  and  the  full  truth  burst 

V'n  h  tn  in  a  flood.     Hot  tears  rose  to  his  eyes 

'I'l  .^tr  araed  his  cheeks.  ' 

they    heard    the    sound   of  breaking 
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biL.o..''  presently    Barco    appear^" 

-«r.nr  o:    his  shoulders  the  heavy  burden  he 


h  ui  cu  vu  i  throughout  the  past  few  days.  He 
cuit  do.vw,  i!ie  bundle  in  the  light  of  the  fire 
and  immediately  the  whole  gang  set  upon  it 
like  a  pack  of  wolves,  fighting  among  them- 
selves for  loot. 

The  Eastern  gipsy  is  like  a  wild  beast  in  more 
ways  than  one.     If  by  any  chance  a  European 
strays  mto  the  gipsy  quarter  of  one  of  the  larger 
Turkish  towns,  he  is  at  once  surrounded  by  a 
swarm  of  men.  women  and  children,  who  clutch 
at  h,s  clothes,  clamour  for  piastres,  and  e^  en 
attempt  to  steal  his  watch  by  force.     And  these 
are  the  gipsies  hving  in  the  pale  of  civilisation 
who  are  neither  so  wild  nor  so  lawless  as  the 
nomad  bands  that  roam  the  mountain  slopes 

PhUip  watched  the  rifling  of  his   uncles  be- 
longmgs.     His  trouble  was  too  great  for  him 


BETRAYED  41 

to  mind.  These  savage  people,  like  starving 
wolverines,  devoured  the  provisions,  and  then, 
from  sheer  wantonness,  cast  Sir  Charles's  note- 
books  and  papers  into  the  fire— but,  not  until 
Barco  had  inspected  them  at  leisure,  and  put 
one  or  two  private  letters  into  his  pocket. 

Whilst  they  were  thus  engaged,  the  snake 
girl  found  other,  and  more  lucrative,  employ- 
ment. Unobserved  by  her  companions,  she 
went  to  the  body  of  the  murdered  man,  and 
took  off  the  belt  which  encircled  his  wautt,  and 
which  was  loaded  with  English  sovereigns. 
Next,  she  crossed  to  Philip,  whom  she  relieved 
or  a  like  burden. 

She  was  then  approached  by  Barco,  who  was 
tlie  only  one  who  had  seen  her  rob  the  Euro- 
peans. The  hammal  spoke  to  her,  and  she 
laughed ;  and  then,  weighing  the  belts  i  either 
hand,  she  tossed  Philip's  to  'iarco,  as  tl,t  price 
of  his  silence.  She  had  not  b^en  wroni:  in 
her  estimate.  Philip's  belt  contained  about  a 
hundred  and  fifty  soverei^ms  and  Sii  Ch;  less 
little  short  01  three  times  that  an     mt. 

And  now,  a  consultation  too^  place  among 
the  gipsies,  the  drift  of  v  uc  was  painfully 
obvious  to  the  sole  spect  tc  —  the  helpless 
EngUshman,   lashed   to        tree.     The   excited 
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manner  in  which  they  talked,  the  frequent 
brandishmg  of  knives,  and  fingers  pointed  at 
then,  pnsoner.  were  fully  as  eloquent  as  lan- 
gui«e.  The  gipsy  talks  with  gestures-a  habit, 
no  doubt,  contracted  in  his  wanderings  to  make 
himself  mtelligible  to  the  peoples  amoTgst  whom 
ne  journeys. 

They  discussed  among  themselves  what  should 
be  done  with  Philip.  As  usual,  on  such  occa- 
sions.  there  were  two  parties-the  one  for  ex- 
treme and  the  other  for  moderate,  measures. 
The  former  was  led  by  Barco  and  the  girl; 
the  latter  by  a  tall,  lean  man.  with  a  face 
disfigured   by  a   broken   nose.  who.   as  Philip 

iitrrr"^^^-^^*^^p^-^eHng^ 

his  freedom.  He  indicated  that  the  murder  of 
ghmurs  was  a  serious  matter  in  the  eyes  of  such 
persons  as  ambassadors  and  consuls,  of  whom 
he  appeared  to  have  heard.  By  shrugs  of  the 
shoulders  and  frequent  shakings  of  the  head, 
he  made  it  manifest,  even  to  Philip,  that  he 
strongly  disapproved  of  the  whole  affair 

The  argument  used  by  Barco  and  the  snake 
girl  was  based  upon  the  grim  and  undisputed 
maxim  that  "dead  men  tell  no  tales."    Each 
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in  turn  laid  stress  upon  the  fact  that  to  let 
the  younger  Englishman  go  free  was  but  to 
place  the  noose  around  their  necks,  that  they 
might  swing  from  the  gallows  in  Sofia.  It  will 
be  seen  that  the  tall  man  argued  on  the  principle 
of  what  was  right  and  wrong,  whereas  his  op- 
ponents were  prompted  by  fear.  In  such  a 
gathering  as  this,  in  the  craven  hearts  of  a  pack 
of  Eastern  gipsies,  there  could  be  no  doubt  as 
to  which  way  the  vote  would  go.  It  was  with 
a  shudder  that  Philip  Thornton  witnessed  the 
conclusion  of  the  debate  which  had  actually 
doomed  him  to  die. 

Though  it  was  quite  apparent  they  had 
sentenced  the  Englishman  to  death,  there  was 
much  uncertainty  as  to  the  manner  in  which 
that  sentence  should  be  carried  out.  Also,  since 
no  man  in  the  world  fears  the  Law  more  than 
the  gipsy,  no  one  seemed  willing  to  undertake 
an  office  so  hazardous. 

Throughout  those  long-drawn  minutes,  the 
anguish  endured  by  the  prisoner  was  extreme. 
Since  he  was  now  gagged,  he  was  unable  to  cry 
out;  utterly  helpless,  left  to  make  guesses  at 
the  meaning  of  the  wild  gesticulations  of  his 
captors,  he  awaited  the  end,  the  swift  and  in- 
evitable conclusion  at  the  point  of  the  knife, 
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as  a  condemned  prisoner  awaits  his  doom.  It 
would  be  hard  to  find  in  any  quarter  of  the 
globe  ft  group  of  men  more  savage-looking  and 
viUamous  than  this  roaming  gipsy  band.  It 
was  vain  to  hope  for  mercy.  Long  since,  were 
It  not  that  they  were  cowards,  the  deed  had 
been  accomplished. 

To  await  Death  in  patience  is  a  sore  trial  to 
the  stoutest  heart.  But  profound  sorrow  causes 
us  to  become,  to  some  degree  at  least,  insensible 
to  personal  affliction,  and  even  to  pain.  The 
mtense  grief  he  felt  at  the  death  of  his  beloved 
uncle  so  overclouded  Philip  Thornton's  mind 
that  he  cared  little  whether  he  lived  or  died. 

When  the  men  appeared  to  hesitate,  thrust- 
ing one  another  forward,  and  hiding  behind 
their  comrades,  the  snake  girl  braved  them  aU. 
Throwmg  back  her  head,  so  that  her  green 
eyes  flashed  in  the  firelight,  and  brandishing 
her  knife,  she  bade  them  lay  bare  the  English- 
man's heart  that  she  might  strike  deep  and 
true.  ^ 

Barco  approached,  and  unbuttoned  Philip's 
shirt.  All  that  can  be  said  for  the  hammal  is 
that  he  dared  not  look  his  master  in  the  eyes. 
VVhen  Philip  felt  the  warmth  of  the  fire  upon 
his  naked  chest,  he  closed  his  eyes  for  a  moment 
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and  offered  to  the  God  who  made  him  a  swift 
and  silent  prayer.  When  he  opened  his  eyes, 
he  saw  the  girl  approaching  stealthily,  her  lips 
tight  pressed,  her  cruel  eyes  fixed  upon  his, 
as  a  cat  watches  a  wounded  mouse,  her  long 
knife  raised  to  strike. 

We  know  of  the  terrible,  magnetic  force  in 
the  small  eye  of  a  viper,  which  draws  twitter- 
ing birds,  from  branch  to  branch,  to  the  ground, 
to  the  very  jaws  of  the  destroyer.  Something 
of  that  secret  fascination  now  worked  upon  the 
young  Englishman.  He  could  not  move  his 
eyes  from  the  girl.  He  felt  paralysed  in  every 
limb.  It  did  not  seem  that,  even  had  he  been 
free  to  do  so,  he  had  the  power  to  move. 

Nearer  and  nearer  this  ruthless,  suvage  crea- 
ture crept  upon  her  victim.  Then,  at  last,  she 
fixed  her  gaze  upon  his  hc-rt,  and  lifted  her 
hand  even  higher  for  the  final  stroke.  She 
was  no  more  than  a  yard  from  Philip.  The 
knife  quivered  on  high,  as  she  raised  herself 
upon  hep  toes,  and  clenched  her  teeth,  in  order 
to  strike  home  with  aU  her  force. 

Philip  could  look  at  her  no  more.  It  was 
terrible  to  contemplate  that  human  nature  could 
sink  to  such  unutterable  depths.  Again  he 
closed  his  eyes,  knowing  full  well  that  he  had 
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not  two  seconds  in  which  to  live;  and  as  he 
did  so  a  shot  rang  out,  sudden,  sharp  as  the 
crack  of  a  whip. 

He  saw  the  gipsy  circle  widen,  like  a  ripple 
on  the  surface  of  a  pool.  The  men  fell  back, 
stumbling  in  their  haste.  And  in  the  centre, 
full  in  the  firelight,  the  snake  gu-1  threw  back 
her  head  with  a  shriek,  and  then  fell  writhing 
to  the  ground.  She  tried  to  lift  herself,  but 
sank  with  a  groan.  And  then  she  twisted  over 
on  her  side,  and  lay  quite  still. 

Before  then,  there  was  a  rapid  burst  of  shots. 
Hot  tongues  of  fire  flashed  from  the  darkness 
of  the  thickets  on  every  side.  The  gipsies,  panic- 
stricken  and  shouting  to  one  another  in  their 
barbarous  language,  broke  and  fled  in  aU  direc- 
tions, leaving  three  of  their  number  on  the 
ground.  And  before  Philip  could  realise  what 
had  happened,  or  account  for  this  unforeseen 
salvation  at  the  eleventh  hour,  Boris  Petroff* 
had  stepped  into  the  firelight,  a  smoking  revolver 
in  his  hand. 
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CHAPTER  IV 

THE  THRESHOLD  OF  ADVENTURE 

No  sooner  had  Boris  taken  off  the  gag,  and  cut 
the  ropes  which  bound  the  young  Englishman 
to  the  tree,  than  Philip  rushed  to  the  body 
of  his  uncle.  At  a  glance  he  saw  that  his  worst 
fears  were  realised.  Sir  Charles  Thornton  had 
breathed  his  last.  The  sharp  point  of  Barco's 
knife  had  entered  into  his  heart ;  and  death  had 
been  immediate.  The  snake  girl  had  paid  the 
price ;  but  Barco  had  escaped.  As  Philip  turned 
away,  he  was  filled  with  but  one  desire:  to 
avenge  his  uncle's  death. 

"  Come !  "  he  cried,  seizing  Boris  by  the  arm. 
•♦  After  them — before  they  can  get  away ! " 

He  was  wildly  excited.  Had  he  had  his  own 
way,  he  would  have  hunted  that  gang  of  gipsies 
day  and  night,  and  week  after  week,  until  he 
had  scoured  the  mountains,  from  the  Black  Sea 
to  the  Adriatic.  But,  Petroff,  instead  of  sharing 
the  Englishman's  enthusiasm,  only  shook  his 
head.    He  knew  the  land  of  his  birth. 
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^^  "It  would  be  worse  than  useless."  said  he. 

We  could  never  hope  to  find  them.  These 
people  know  of  eaves  where  they  can  remain 
m  hidmg  for  weeks.  They  can  travel  miles 
by  night,  by  unknown  bridle-paths.  Do  you 
know  who  it  was  that  kiUed  your  uncle  ? " 

•;  Yes."  said  Philip,  with  a  choke  in  his  voice 
which  he  was  quite  unable  to  repress.  « It  was 
^rco.  our  hammal.  the  man  we  engaged  in 

Boris  shrugged  his  shoulders. 
"  I  never  liked  the  look  of  him,"  said  he     « I 
mistrusted  the  feUow  from  the  first.     However 
I  did  not  think  it  would  come  to  this,  thouifh 
I  certainly  feared  for  your  safety." 

For  the  first  time,  Philip  looked  about  him. 
Hitherto,  his  mind  had  been  obsessed  by  one 
overwhelming  idea-the  shock  he  had  sustained 
m  the  sudden  death  of  his  uncle.  He  now  took 
stock  of  the  four  men  who  accompanied  the 
young  Bulgarian,  and  who  had  appeared  so 
providentially  on  the  site  of  the  gipsy  encamp- 
ment  at  the  moment  when  the  prisoner  stood 
tace  to  face  with  death. 

These  were  Bulgarian  peasants  of  the  poorer 
sort:  and  though  they  no  longer  wore%heir 
gala  costumes,  Philip  had  no  difficulty  in  recog- 
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nising  them  as  four  of  the  men  who  had  taken 
^rt  m  the  dancing  of  the  hora.  two  days  before. 
He  looked  at  them  bewildered,  and  then  turned 
to  Bons     He  was  not  yet  sure  in  his  mind  that 
the  whole  affair  was  nothing  but  a  dream. 
"  What  made  you  come  here  ? »  he  asked 
Boris  smiled-the  grim  smile  of  one    who 
stands  m  the  presence  of  death. 

justified,     said  he.  "you  would  laugh  at  the 
reason      Vou  English   are  so  matter  of  fact: 
we  Bulgars  are  superstitious ;  it  is  in  our  nature 
to  be  so.     The  words  of  that  old  witch  haunted 
me ;  they  were  like  a  nightmare.     She  prophe- 
sied the  death  of  your  uncle.     Now.  I  have 
heard  of  too  many  incidents  proving  the  wisdom 
of  the  gipsies  in  this  matter  of  fortune-telling, 
to  scoff  at  what  they  say.     I  liked  your  uncle. 
AU  last  night  I  lay  awake,  and  thought  of  him 
and  you.    And  this  morning.  I  could  stand  it 
no  longer.    Asking  these  good  fellows  to  bear 
me  company.  I  set  off  upon  your  tracks.     This 
evening,  soon    after  darkness    had  fallen     we 
gave  up  aU  hope  of  finding  you  to-night.     Then 
we  heard  shots-three  I  think.     They  sounded 
about  three-quarters  of   a  mile   distant.     We 
pushed  on  in  all  hasto,  and  arrived  here,  too 
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late  to  save  your  uncle,  but  in  the  nick  of  time 

as  far  as  you  were  concerned." 

There  was  something  so  simple  and  direct 
in  the  way  the  young  Bulgarian  had  told  his 
story  that  the  weight  of  gratitude  was  added 
to  that  of  sorrow,  and  Phihp  Thornton's  heart 

"  I  owe  my  life  to  you."  he  said   in  .  „«: 
♦i,«4.-  1  j""»     "c  saia.  m  a  voice 

^^ffloiluy.*::^-  "'  •=»  -"  ^^^  you 

Besides,  you  have  something  else  to  think  of." 

1  know  what  you  mean,"  said  Philip.    "But 

what    chance   have   I    of    ever    meting   th' 

scoundrel  again  ?   Your  counter  is  Urge ;  Turkey 

"^.large.     It  may  be  that  he  will  V  even  to 

"The  gipsy  came  from  Asia,"  said  Boris; 
he  will  not  go  back.     I  know  something  of 

He  will  hide  m  one  of  the  larger  towns;  the 
mahalhh  are  safer  than  the  hiUs.  You  have 
money,  and  a  bribe  can  cany  ftr.     i   believe 

justice."  "'""•  ^''"  "'"  ''""«  *■'"  ■»•"  t° 

"  I  will  do  my  best,"  said  PhiUp. 
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At  that,  the  Bulgarian's  face   lit  up     He 
grasped  the  Englishman  by  the  arm 

"Don't  you  remember."  said  he.  "have  you 
forgotten  the  old  hag's  words:   a  long  niJht 
a  long  search,  and  at  the  end-a  dark,  moving 
gravel    What  that  means  I  camiot  say;  but 
I  am  sure  she  spoke  the  truth.    You  may  set 
your  mmd  at  rest" 

They  had  spoken  together  in  Turkish.  The 
BaUcan  Pemnsuk  is  a  land  of  many  tongues- 
but  to  the  traveller  in  that  region.  Turkfsh  is' 
the  language  of  the  greatest  value,  since  formerly 
It  was  spoken  throughout  the  length  and  breadth 

Morti  *^"°^'  ^""^  ^^^  ^*""^  *°  *^« 

Philip  Thornton  had  a  natural  aptitude  for 
languages,  and  was  already  able  to  convei^  in 
Turkish  with  some  degree  of  fluency.     Though 
his  pronunciation  was.  as  yet.  far  from  perfect 
he  knew  enough  to  recognise  that  the  Bulgarian 
leutcnant  spoke  it  as  well  as  if  it  had  bee^ 
IS  mother  tongue.     Though  Turkish  is  spoken 
by  many  Bulgarians,  there  are  few  whose  pro 
nuncmt,on  IS  faultless  in  Moslem  ears.    Meniion 

butt  r """  V'**^  °'  ^™^  ^^por*--. 

thl '"  *^",P"^^  *»»**  foUow  it  will  be  found 
that  this  fact  may  be  compared   to  a   pivot 
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upon  which  the  whole  of  the  present   story 
swings. 

Over  the  scene  that  now  ensued,  we  think 
it  best  to  draw  a  veil    It  has  been  a  custom 
wnong  all  peoples,  since  time  immemorial,  to 
screen  the  face  of  death.    By  the  dying  embers 
of  the  gipsy  fire  they  dug  two  graves :  the  one 
for  the  three  gipsies   and   the  girl,  and   the 
other  for  Sir  Charles  Thornton.    When  aU  was 
finished,  Philip  knelt  down  and  prayed  from  out 
of  the  depths  of  his  heart.    Boris  and  the  four 
peasants  stood  bareheaded,  with  lowered  faces, 
and  never  moved  till  the  EngUshman  rose  to 
his  feet.     Then  they  set  off  together  through 
the  forest,  whilst  the  wind  rose  from  the  north, 
and  blew  cold  in  their  faces  from  across  the 
great  wastes  of  Russia. 

Far  into  the  night  they  travelled.  Philip 
had  no  desire  to  rest.  With  such  a  load  of 
bitterness  upon  his  soul,  he  was  incapable  of 
fatigue.  As  for  the  Bulgarians,  they  were  men 
of  the  mountains  with  the  strength  of  gods  and 
sinews  as  of  steel. 

"Where  are  we  going?'"  asked  Philip,  after 
they  had  been  walking  several  hours. 

••I  know  of  a  viUage  in  the  valley  yonder," 
said  Boris,  pointing  to  the  north.    ••  We  wUl 
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rest  there  for  a  few  hours.  To-morrow,  I  will 
take  you  to  Sofia.  I  must  return  to  my  regiment, 
for  my  fbrlough  is  up;  and  I  do  not  like  to 
leave  you  alone.  I  hope  you  will  be  my  guest 
for  a  little  while.    We  are  friends,  you  and  I." 

Philip  expressed  his  appreciation  of  the  young 
man's  kindness.  The  more  he  saw  of  Boris 
Petroff,  the  more  he  liked  him. 

"I  shall  be  absent  during  the  day,"  the 
lieutenant  ran  on.  "  We  have  an  officers'  club 
in  Sofia,  but  we  live  in  lodgings  in  the  towa 
I  am  very  comfortable,  because  my  sister  keeps 
house  for  me,  whereas  most  of  my  comrades 
have  to  fend  for  themselves." 

He  went  on  to  speak  of  the  Bulgarian  army, 
saying  how  the  regiments  were  working  day 
and  night  in  order  to  be  strong  enough  to 
challenge  their  oppressor,  the  Turk,  Philip's 
share  of  the  conversation  being  confined  to 
an  occasional  question.  At  length,  the  first 
signs  of  daybreak  were  visible  in  the  east ;  and 
soon  after,  they  came  to  the  village  where 
Boris  intended  they  should  rest. 

Here  they  were  received  with  hospitality  in 
the  house  of  an  old  man  who  had  known  the 
lieutenant  for  many  years.  Philip  himself  had 
no  inclination  to  eat;   but  the  Bulgarians  had 


I  ,i 


"    THE  SWORD  OF  DELIVBrancE 

hort  could  «7^  rt  •"■?  °'  •'«y"''»8  their 
B»ri.  Cdol  .f"'"''^  by  «de.  Philip  .nd 
"d  soon  we~T        ,   '"  "'°"'*'  "P°"  «  "^d. 

With  hi,'riflr„::^'.':^,""  i"^-  ""'• "« 

who  lived  thrir  I.V     ■  ""y  "««  men 

ue.th  :Lt ;  ^z  '"t  r?"'"  '""«•  -•>» 
h*  died  toZrc™':::,! r\""'  "■*'" 

as  that  wliich  hJ,  7    ■"?"'*"*•     Scenes  such 

nothing  :t:\o'it'^^^rfr;^'  t- 

the  undefined  territory  of  "mL,  '"  'f^ 
wo«l  th.th«i  only  Jbf^t"°t  J-*^' 
in  Sofi.  to  call  forth  vo^oTt^.  "'""'*' 

the  T^  „a  exp^ir  of  in^;*^::  T^^ 
hour^whentheSwo^ofDehCtroiM 

:n^o\'rp~»"---^«S:t 

hours-  slee^  Cl   *  """"'«=  '"'t  «vcn  .  fe„ 

thefi'^^l^rrr^rwh^'"- 

w«-tin«.Bori..p^,^2^,;^ft^;;; 
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peasMits,  who.  despite  the  ^at  meal  they  had 
had  at  daybreak,  protested  that  they  were 
hung^. 

Philip  was  inforfned  that  they  were  only  five 
miles  from  a  railway  station  where  they  could 
catch  a  train  to  Sofia  in  the  early  afternoon. 
The  peasants  had  decided  to  return  that  day 
to  their  homes:  ar.d  before  they  departed. 
Phihp  HskM  Boru  whether  he  might  reward 
these  men  fo   having  saved  his  life. 

"There  is  „o  need,"  said  hork,  with  a  shruff 
"However.  the;y  •  ,11  Mko  ^r  if  you  do.  They 
are  very  poor,  tl  .  ^.ople.  They  would  be 
grateful  for  even  a  ft .,  <  entiines." 

Philip  gave  them  u  great  ueal  more  than  that. 
He  had  now  his  uncle's  money-belt  which  had 
been  taken  from  the  body  of  the  girl ;  and  the 
amazement  and  delight  upon  the  faces  of  those 
«mple  Bulgar  peasants  may  be  imagined,  when 
each  found  himself  the  proud  possessor  of  iive 
golden  English  sovereigns.  \ot  one  of  them 
had  ever  beheld  so  much  wealth  in  all  his  life. 

Soon  after  the  peasants  had  gone  their  way 
tlie  two  friends  walked  along  a  twisting  road.' 
which  was  no  more  than  a  cart-track  on  a 
valley-side,  until  they  came  to  a  small  station 
on  the  line  which  runs  from  Kustendil  to  Sofia. 
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The  train  was  exceedingly  late,  and  the  after- 
noon  was  weU  advanced  when  they  found 
themselves  in  the  capital  of  the  Kingdom  of 
Bulgaria. 

Sofia  is  essentially  a  modern  town.  Within 
the  last  thirty  years,  the  city  has  been  rebuilt 
upon  the  site  of  an  old  Turkish  village,  of  which 
only  the  white  mosque  remains  with  its  tall, 
slender  minarets  rising  above  the  roofs  of  the 
white,  plaster  houses,  many  of  which  are  only 
one  story  high. 

The  railway  station  is  situated  some  distance 
from  the  town ;  and  as  they  walked  towards 
the  city,  Boris  sang  the  praises  of  Sofia.     As 
they  passed  through  streets,  traversed  by  electric 
tramcars,  the  lieutenant  pointed  out  many  of 
the  principal  buildings.     Presently,  they  crossed 
the  square,  in  the  centre  of  which  was  a  garden 
where  the  trees  were  breaking  into  leaf.     Here 
also  were  the  Royal  Palace,  the  Town  Hal], 
and  the  War  Office.     Petrors  lodgings  were' 
situated  in  the  vicinity  of  the  Sobranye,  or  the 
Parliament  House,  before  which  stood  a  most 
imposing  statue  of  Alexander  the  Second. 

No  sooner  had  Boris  knocked  upon  the  door 
of  the  house  where  he  lodged  than  it  was  flung 
open  by  a  girl  who  clapped  her  hands  together 
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when  she  saw  him  and  gave  vent  to  a  cry  of 
delight  Boris  presented  the  young  English- 
man to  his  sister,  and  all  three  went  into  a 
little  sitting-room  on  the  right  of  the  passage, 
where  there  was  much,  indeed,  to  be  said. 

First,  she  must  hear  news  of  her  father. 
And  then,  Boris  had  to  tell  the  story  of  the 
murder  of  Sir  Charles  Thornton,  and  of  how 
he  had  brought  Philip  to  Sofia.  Though  Alma 
Petroff  was  obliged  to  talk  to  Philip  in  French 
— a  language  in  which  neither  was  very  profi- 
cient— her  manner  was  so  frank,  and  her  actions 
so  graceful,  that  the  young  Englishman  thought 
her  charming  from  the  first. 

The  women  of  Bulgaria  are  not,  as  a  rule, 
pretty.  Their  round  faces,  with  high  cheek- 
bones and  parchment-coloured  skins,  betoken 
their  Tartar  descent.  Alma,  however,  was  one 
of  the  exceptions  that  go  to  prove  the  rule. 
Her  features  were  smaller  and  more  regular 
than  those  of  the  majority  of  her  race,  and  she 
had  a  smile  that  was  even  bet^utiful. 

At  that  time,  her  whole  life  was  centred  in 
her  brother,  though  she  saw  little  enough  of 
him  in  all  conscience.  Boris  rose  daily  soon 
after  dawn,  and  went  to  his  duties  at  the 
barracks.    At  midday,  he  lunched  at  the  officers' 
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dub  and  fi^uently  did  not  get  away  untU 
as  late  as  six  o'clock  in  the  afternoon.  The 
evenings  he  devoted  to  his  sister;  and  they  in- 
vanably  dined  in  a  caf^  where  there  was  music, 
and  where  they  met  their  friends. 

Neither  was  Ahna  idle  throughout  the  day. 
AU  Bulgaria  works  for  its  living.     A    great 

at  the  Hotel  de  Bulgarie,  or  some  fashionable 
restaurant  But  sometimes  she  had  no  pupils 
at  aU  and  then  it  was  their  custom  to  go  to 
one  of  the  cheaper  caf^s  in  a  poorer  part  of 
the  town. 

For  many  weeks  Philip  Thornton  remamed  in 
Sofia.    Putting  himself  in  communication  with 
his  friends  and  relations  in  England,  he  decided 
to  forfeit  the  advantages  of  a  university  career 
and   to   remain  in   Bulgaria   in   order  to  en- 
deavour lo  bring  the  murderer  of  his  uncle  to 
justice.    With  this  end  in  view  he  worked  with 
the  greatest  perseverance,  for  several  hours  a 
day.  at  mastering  the  difficulties  of  the  Turkish 
language.     He  could    not   forget    that    tragic 
scene  in  the  forest.     He  felt  that  he  could  not 
rest  until  the  crime  had  been  avenged.    Across 
the  border,  he  could  never  hope  to  succeed  in 
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his  quest  for  Barco,  until  he  could  speak  Turkish 
with  fluency  and  ease.  Also,  if  the  truth  be 
to'd,  there  was  another  reason  that  induced  him  to 
remain  in  Sofia.  Alma  Petroff  was  fast  becoming 
more  and  more  to  him  as  the  days  went  by. 

One  evening,  when  the  summer  was  at  its 
height,  and  the  nights  were  warm,  the  three 
friends  were  seated  in  a  cafd  in  one  of  the  princi- 
pal streets.  In  this  cafd  was  an  orchestra  of 
five  musicians  who,  though  they  were  disguised 
in  frock-coats  and  clean  coUars,  were  gipsies, 
none  the  less. 

These  men  played  divinely,  without  music, 
trusting  solely  to  memory  and  to  ear.  They 
had  played  many  popular  airs  from  Paris  and 
Vienna  when,  presently,  of  their  own  accord, 
they  struck  up  one  of  their  own  gipsy  horas, 
which  have  no  resemblance  to  any  other  music 
in  the  world. 

They  were  in  the  middle  of  this  when  Philip 
sprang  suddenly  to  his  'eet.  His  face  was 
white;  his  lips  were  parted;  and  both  Alma 
and  her  brother  saw  that  his  hands  were  shaking. 
The  orchestra  was  playing  the  same  song  that 
the  snake  girl  had  sung,  on  the  night  they  killed 
his  uncle. 

He  remained  on  his  feet  for  no  longer  than 
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•ninsUnt  Then,  resuming  his  se,t,  he  rested 
h»  cinn  upon  his  h«,d.  When  the  mZiT^ 
finished,  he  spoke  in  .  voice  th.t  w«  h„s^ 

To-morrow,"  aud  he,  "I  go."  ^■ 

Boris  smiled,  as  if  he  understood 

••  n  is  weU,;  «ud  he,  «d  then  went  on,  - 1  ,„ 

«.ny  we  m^t  part,  for  we  .re  friends.  Sti^ 
IS  weU.  I  .bo  must  go.  Duty  call,  me  A 
gre.t  future  lies  before  BulgMit" 

"Where  must  you  go?"  wked  Philip 
thrj  "'"'"  «y."  «i<i  Boris,  with  .  fhdce  of 
the  he«l.    ..  However,  I  wiU  tell  you  this :  to- 
day,  I  w«  at  the  War  Office,  where  I  received 
«rU.nmstruct.ons  fiom  a  high  officii.     -P^ 

rfu^  "^  ■*"  '""•   «   •■<*•  Bulgaria  is 

mdebted  to  private  enterprise  in  Lond^  fo^ 
the  very  smews  of  war.    You  m.y  go  about 

your  busmess.  "  * 

"What  business?" 

"That  is  a  secret,"  said  Boris.  "Even  my 

sister  does  not  know.  ^ 

unfnT"  "^'T  *■"'  '"^  ^'^  'o™"*,  looked 
up  and  smiled. 

"  With  us,"  she  said,  "  Bulgaria  is  first" 
As  they  left  the  ca«,  Philip  felt_though  he 
could  not  have  exphuned  it  at  the  tirndthat 
they  stood  upon  the  threshold  of  «iventure 
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The  following  day,  Philip,  with  Adrianople  as 
his  destination,  left  Sofia  by  the  Oriental  Express, 
the  train  which  runs  from  Vienna  to  Constan- 
tinople. For  some  weeks  past  he  had  been 
mindful  of  his  uncle's  last  request— that  he 
should  visit  YUdirim  Bey.  He  had  been  told 
that  Yildirim  was  one  of  the  most  capable  and 
brilliant  men  in  Turkey,  and  that  he  would  have 
no  difficulty  in  finding  him  in  Adrianople. 

No  sooner  had  PhUip  arrived  in  the  great 
Turkish  fortress,  and  deposited  the  little  luggage 
he  possessed  in  the  only  European  hotel  of 
which  the  city  could  boast,  than  he  was  directed 
by  the  hall  porter  to  the  residence  of  Yildirim 
Bey.  There,  to  his  disappointment,  he  was 
informed  that  the  Bey  had  left  Adrianople  only 
the  day  before,  on  a  tour  of  inspection  of  the 
neighbouring  forts,  and  that  he  was  not  ex- 
pected to  return  for,  at  least,  a  fortnight. 

It  was,  indeed,  three    weeks    before   Philip 
received  an  answer  to  the  note  he  left  at  the 
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house.    The  Bey,  who  h«l  returned  that  .ft„ 

flv  Jf'""  r""^  to  be  .  m«  of  .bout  forty- 

^u'ohrw.^'^,«^/«;^»^-%H% 

2t  ^^J"""-  '»«-«»  upon  .  pair  „f        ' 
^.t  seemed  to  look  you  through  ^  throuT 
He  was  dressed  in  khaki  uniform,  with  wfu 
Polisljed  riding-boots  and  spurs ;  and  Tn  his  ^" 

"urte^^  ,r\T   *■"    '"""""*''  •"" 
ourtesy  ot  a  Turkish  gentleman,   who    nnf 

without  reason,  prides  himself  upJnlfe  J^* 
manners  and  politeness.  *^ 

^e«.  hardly  tell  you,"  ^y  h,,  „,„^ 
tressed  I  was  to  hear  of  the  death  of  your  uncle 
It  was  a  pubUc  calamity."  ^  '*• 

PhU.^*  Trtr''-'"""^  "- '"  EngUnd."  said 

You    misunderstand  me,"   said  the  Turk 
I  mean  a  public  cakmity_f„r  Turkey  " 

For  Turkey  ? "  ^ 

ho«%f  '^''"'''  '^^°""°^  ™»  »y  only 
hope.     There  ,s  no  man  in  Europe  to  whom  1 
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have  spoken  so  openly.     He  asked  you  to  see 
me,  did  he  not  ? " 

Philip  bowed  assent. 

**  Very  well,  then."  said  Yildirim ;  "  I  may  be 
frank.  I  can  trust  you.  I  know.  That  which 
I  have  to  tell  you  is  a  secret." 

Here  Philip  interposed. 

"  A  moment."  said  he.  **  I  must  remind  you 
that  my  friends— two  of  the  best  friends  I  have 
in  the  world— are  Bulgarians.  If  this  secret  is 
concerned  with  the  quarrel  that  exists  between 
Bulgaria  and  Turkey.  I  should  prefer  not  to 
hear  it." 

Yildirim  Bey  smiled,  and  puffed  the  smoke  of 
his  cigarette  into  the  air. 

"  Your  uncle,"  said  he,  "  was  a  good  friend  to 
Turkey." 

"I  know  he  was,"  said  PhUip.  "He  had 
the  greatest  respect  for  your  nation." 

"  And  you  have  no  wish  to  carry  on  your 
uncle's  work  ? "  asked  Yildirim.  "  It  was  good 
work  ;  I  can  assure  you  of  that." 

Philip  blushed  scarlet.  He  was  conscious  of 
a  reproach. 

"  I  feel  it  my  duty,"  said  he,  "to  do  as  my 
uncle  would  have  wished." 
Yildirim  smiled  again— a  kindly  smile. 
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"  We  can  be  friends,"  said  he,  as  if  he  was 
sure  of  it  "  You  will  not  be  so  foolish  as  to 
think  that  because  some  of  your  friends  are 
Bulgarians,  another  may  not  be  a  Turk.  I  will 
tell  you  the  whole  story  from  the  start.  It  will 
be  sufficient  for  me  if  you  give  me  your  word  of 
honour  as  an  English  gentleman  that  no  word 
of  this  shall  ever  pass  your  lips.  It  would  have 
been  your  uncle's  wish." 

Philip  gave  his  word  without  hesitation.  He 
little  dreamed  of  the  part  he  was  destmed  to  play 
in  the  stormy  weeks  to  follow.  He  little  thought 
that  the  time  would  some  day  come  when  he 
would  be  ashamed  to  look  this  gallant  soldier 
in  the  face.  Yildirim  Bey  lit  another  cigarette, 
rose  to  his  feet,  and  closed  the  door.  Then, 
sitting  back  in  his  chair,  he  sent  rings  of  smoke 
towards  the  ceiling. 

"Have  you  ever  heard  of  the  Balkan 
League?"    he  asked. 

Philip  shook  his  head. 

"  It  is  no  secret,"  said  Yildirim.  «  The  term 
is  familiar  to  the  diplomats  of  Europe.  Few 
people,  however,  regard  the  matter  seriously. 
Bulgaria,  Servia,  Montenegro  and  Greece  have 
formed  an  alliance  against  Turkey.  They  only 
bide  their  time  to  rise  in  arms." 
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In  Bulgaria,"  said  Philip,  "they  talk  as  if 
war  were  certain." 

Yildirim  laughed.     "They  have  talked  like 
that  for  years,"  said  he ;  "and  nothing  has  come 
of  it.     But,  at  last,  they  have  set  to  work  in 
earnest.     This  is  known  in  Constantinople,  but 
nobody  cares.     Our  diplomats,  even  our  generals, 
despise  the  Balkan  States.     We  have  conquered 
them  m  the  past,  and  they  believe  that  we  can 
conquer  them  in  the  future.     They  snap  their 
fingers  at  the  League.     I  know  better.     I  see 
my  country  as  it  is.     Valour!     You  will  find 
the  same  valour  in  Turkey  to-day  as  when  our 
ancestors  drove  the  Greeks  from  the  walls  of 
Constantinople,   six   hundred  years    ago.     Our 
soldiers  will  fight  as  they  have  always  fought, 
with  courage  unsurpassed  by  any  soldiers  in  the 
world.     Still,  for  all  that,  we  are  not  prepared 
to  face  this   Balkan   League.     Everywhere  is 
corruption,   want  of  organisation,   inefficiency. 
Our  regular  troops  are  well  drilled,  well  armed 
and  well  disciplined;  but   the  redifs,   the  re- 
servists, are  useless.     They  are   not    properly 
trained,  they  cannot  shoot,   they  are   without 
discipline ;  hence,  they  are  not  to  be  relied  upon. 
If  I  were  to  say  this  to  the  officials  in  Con- 
stantinople, I  should  be  laughed  at— as,  indeed, 
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I  have  been  laughed  at,  already.  If  I — a  soldier 
—were  to  tell  this  to  the  people,  I  should  be 
stoned  to  deatii.  No  one  would  believe  me.  It 
is  only  because  I  have  spoken  too  openly  already 
that  I  have  not  been  promoted  to  Uigher  rank 
in  the  ajmy.  Who  knows?  Perhaps,  I  am 
looked  upon  as  a  coward." 

He  ceased  speaking,  got  to  his  feet,  and  paced 
to  and  fro  in  the  room.  As  Philip  Thornton 
watched  him,  he  thought  it  impossible  to 
imagine  tiiat  this  man,  with  his  handsome  face 
and  flashing  eye,  was  not  one  of  the  bravest  of 
the  brave.  After  a  while,  he  came  back  to  his 
chair,  and  went  on  with  his  story  at  the  point 
where  he  had  ceased  abruptly. 

"If  the  Turkish  army  were  well  organised 
and  well  equipped,"  said  he,  "  we  should  have 
nothing  to  fear  from  the  Balkan  League.  Man 
for  man,  the  Ottoman  is  still  a  match  for  the 
Bulgar  or  the  Serb.  As  for  the  Greek,  we 
would  wipe  him  off  the  face  of  the  earth,  as  we 
did  in  '97."  He  made  a  sweeping  gesture  of 
the  arm  which  was  superb.  "  Still,  if — as  some 
think — this  war  comes  in  this  autumn,  I  fear  for 
my  beloved  country.  I  desire  to  delay  matters. 
Indeed,  some  delay  is  very  necessary,  for  the 
simple  reason  that  Turkey  is  not  prepared  to 
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fight    I  had  one  hope:   and  that  hope  was 
dependent  upon  your  uncle. 

••  You  must  know  that  war  costs  money,  and 
Bulgaria  is  poor.     For  some  time,  they  have 
been  looking  about  for  money ;    and  recently, 
they  have  gone  to  a  cerUin  English  millionaire 
whom  it  is  not  necessary  to  mention  by  name. 
I  know  your  country  well.    At  one  time  I  was 
military  attache  at  the  Turkish   Embassy  in 
London.     A  certain  gentleman   who   lives   in 
Park  Lane,  and  who  already  has  more  wealth 
than  he  can  spend,  desires  to  increase  his  fortune 
by  plunging  five  nations  into   war.     Through 
the  medium  of  your  uncle,  Sir  Charles  Thornton, 
I  could  have  put  a  stop  to  this.     Your  uncle 
had  many  influential  friends  in  London,  includ- 
ing a  cabinet  minister.     In  order  to  avert  war, 
he  intended  to  bring  pressure  to  bear  upon  this 
financier." 

"  I  remember,"  said  Philip,  "  he  was  anxious 
to  return  to  England  without  delay." 

"  That  was  the  reason,"  said  Yildirim.  "  Now, 
I  have  here  a  letter  which  your  uncle  wrote  me 
from  Sofia,  shortly  before  his  death.  He  had 
taken  the  trouble  to  put  himself  into  com- 
munication with  the  members  of  the  Chinese 
Government.     During  my  absence  of  the  last 
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few  days,  a  letter  arrived  for  your  uncle,  ad- 
dressed  to  him  here— at  my  house.  Here  is  the 
letter  in  question.  I  propose  to  open  it  in  your 
presence,  since  already  I  happen  to  know  its 
contents." 

So  saying,  Yildirim  Bey  drew  a  long,  official 
envelope  from  his  pocket,  and  broke  the  seal 
It  was  written  in  French  -  the  diplomatic 
language  of  the  world,  and  signed  by  the 
Chinese  Minister  for  Foreign  affairs.  It  was  a 
request  for  a  loan,  at  a  higher  rate  of  interest, 
and  with  far  better  security,  than  anything  that 
could  have  been  guaranteed  by  the  little, 
poverty-stricken  kingdom  of  Bulgaria. 

"  What  is  it  that  you  propose  that  I  should 
do?"  asl:ed  Philip,  when  he  had  read  the 
letter. 

"  I  suggest,"  said  Yildirim,  "that  you  return 
immediately  to  England;  that  you  make  a 
point  of  seeing  your  uncle's  friend,  the  cabinet 
minister.  He  will  be  anxious  to  avert  war ;  and 
no  doubt,  with  his  great  influence  and  com- 
manding personality,  he  will  have  no  difficulty 
in  deflecting  this  sum  of  money  from  Bulgaria 
to  China.    That  is  how  you  can  serve  me." 

Philip  rose  to  his  feet. 

"In  the  cause  of  humanity,"  said  he,   "I 
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would  be  only  too  glad  to  do  my  utmost. 
I  fear  it  is  too  late." 

Vildirim  looked  up,  and  lifted  his  eyebrows. 

"  Abeady  ? "  he  asked. 

Philip  bowed  his  head. 

"  I  am  able  to  understand  now,"  he  said, 
"  certain  things  that  were  told  me  in  Sofia.  I 
heard  it  said  that  'the  iron  was  hot,'  that 
•Bulgaria  was  indebted  to  private  persons  in 
London  for  the  very  sinews  of  war.  " 

Vildirim  turned  away  with  a  shrug. 

"  Kismet !  "  said  he.  "  The  wUl  of  God 
be  done." 

At  that,  he  raised  his  cup  of  coffee,  and  lit 
another  cigarette.  He  had  seen  his  hopes 
shattered  at  a  single  blow.  He  was  one  of  the 
few  men  in  the  whole  Turkish  Empire  who 
recognised  the  danger  in  which  his  nation  stood. 
And  all  he  did  was  to  murmur,  "  Kismet,"  and 
send  his  smoke  into  the  air.  Which  proved 
him  an  Oriental  in  his  heart. 

Soon  afterwards,  he  wished  the  young  English- 
man good-bye.  There  was  nothing,  either  in 
his  voice  or  manner,  to  suggest  a  man  who  had 
suffered  a  severe  and  bitter  disappointment. 

When  Philip  got  out  into  the  street,  he  was 
surprised  to  find  that  it  was  approaching  sunset. 
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He  had  been  longer  with  the  Bey  than  he 
thought.     As  he  walked  through  the  narrow, 
squalid  streets,  so  crowded  with  people  that 
in  places  he  was  forced  to  elbow  his  way  through 
the  crowd,  he  was  filled  with  admiration  for 
the  man  with  whom  he  had  been  speaking.     In 
every  way,  Yildirim  was  a  true  descendant  of 
the  invincible  Ottoman  Turk  of  the  days  of 
old.     In  the  presence  of  such  a  man  it  was 
possible  to  understand  something  of  the  former 
greatness  of  his  nation. 

Philip  had  moved  to  a  house  in  the  Prankish 
settlement,  in  the  vicinity  of  the  railway  station, 
which  lay  some  little  distance  from  the  native 
city.  To  reach  this,  it  was  necessary  to  paj:i 
over  the  bridge  across  the  Maritza,  on  the 
southern  side  of  the  town. 

Shortly  before  he  reached  this  bridge,  he 
noticed  an  old  Turk,  with  a  grey  beard,  and 
exceedingly  bent  in  the  back,  who  was  walking 
the  same  way  as  himself,  with  steps  painfully 
slow.  He  was  one  of  the  peasant  class,  in  all 
probability  a  farmer,  very  poorly  clad,  and 
despite  his  advanced  age,  carrying  upon  his 
shoulder  an  immense  bundle,  the  weight  of 
which  sometimes  caused  him  to  stagger. 
Philip  was  inclined  to  offer  '      services  to 
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the  old  fellow,  to  volunteer  to  carry  his  load 
across  the  bridge.  If  he  did  not  do  so,  it  was 
because  at  that  moment,  from  the  minaret  of 
an  aajacent  mosque  the  voice  of  a  muezzin 
called  all  good  Mohammedans  to  prayer,  and 
the  old  man  immediately  went  down  upon  liis 
knees  and  bowed  his  face  to  the  east.  As  Philip 
passed,  the  old  Turk  was  giving  thanks  to  Allah 
for  the  mercies  of  the  day  that  was  gone. 

It  was  rapidly  growing  dark  by  the  time  Philip 
reached  the  bridge,  where  a  small  toll  had  to 
be  paid,  and  where  a  beggar  was  seated  at  the 
roadside.  Philip  passed  quite  near  to  this  man, 
and  as  he  did  so,  looked  down  into  his  face. 
There  was  just  sufficient  light  to  erable  him 
to  see  the  man's  features  clearly. 

Philip  Thornton  stopped  dead,  as  if  he  had 
been  struck.  He  had  seen  the  man  before.  For 
an  instant,  he  could  not  remember  where ;  and 
then,  the  truth  came  upon  him  in  a  flash.  The 
beggar  was  tall  and  thin,  with  a  broken  nose,  and 
a  great  scar  across  his  cheek.  Moreover,  he  was 
a  gipsy. 

The  scene  in  the  forest  arose  before  the  young 
man's  eyes.  He  saw  himself  bound  to  the  tree, 
and  Barco  and  the  snake  girl  haggling  for  his 
life;  and  this  was  the  self-same  man  who  had 
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lifted  his  voice  that  the  Englishman  might  be 
spired.  ** 

As  Philip  moved  towards  him,  to  speak  to 
him.  a  look  of  recognition  came  suddenly  upon 
the  mai  s  face,  and  with  a  cry  of  terror,  he 
sprang  to  his  feet,  and  set  off  running  down 
the  road. 

Philip  made  after  him,  as  fast  as  he  could  go 
He  was  surprised  to  find  how  swiftly  the  mpsv 
could  run.  Those  who  live  in  the  open  air 
who  roam  from  one  country  to  another,  sleeping 
beneath  the  stars,  are  as  agile  as  the  wild  beasts 
ot  the  forest  and  the  mountain-side. 

Presently,  the  gipsy  turned  from  the  road, 
and  made  off  across  country  to  the  west,  in 
the  direction  of  the  hills  which  are  crowned  by 
the  forts  on  the  right  bank  of  the  Arda. 

Philip    had    already   made    his    plans.    The 
giPsy  might    be  able  to   tell  him    something 
concernmg    the    whereabouts    of   Barco      He 
would  take  Boris's  advice  and  trust  to  a  bribe. 
But.  before  he  could  try  the  effects  of  a  bribe 
It  was  first  necessary  to  overtake  the  runner' 
which,  for  the  present,  there  seemed  little  chance 
of  doing.     In  fact,  the  gipsy  was  gaining  ground 
at  every  stride,  by  reason  of  the  fact  that  he 
was   barefooted,  whereas  Philip's  progress  was 
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much  impeded  by  the  heavy  boots  he  found 
it  necessary  to  wear  in  a  country  where  the 
roads  are  quagmires  when  it  rains.  Indeed, 
it  looked  as  if  the  gipsy  was  certain  to  escape. 

In  desperation,  Philip  cried  out  to  him  to 
stop;  but  the  louder  he  cried,  the  faster  the 
fellow  ran.  Presently,  Philip  was  obliged  to 
pause  for  breath,  and  immediately,  he  became 
aware  of  the  sound  of  footsteps  behind  him. 
Turning,  he  beheld  to  his  astonishment  the  old 
Turk  whom  he  had  passed  upon  the  ^-oad,  and 
who  was  also  giving  chase. 

It  was  no  time  ,hen  for  questions.  Seeing 
that  there  was  new  hope  of  running  the  fugitive 
down,  once  more  Philip  went  forward  in  pur- 
suit. It  did  not  occur  to  him  that  what  he 
beheld  was  little  short  of  a  miracle ;  for  the  old 
Turk  had  thrown  aside  his  bundle,  and,  his  grey 
beard  flymg  and  his  fists  clenched,  was  running 
fully  as  fpst  as  the  gipsy.  Haa  this  pheno- 
menon occurred  in  daylight,  no  doubt  a  crowd 
had  collected,  and  many  people  joined  in  the 
chase.  As  it  was,  it  was  already  dark,  and  they 
were  some  distance  from  the  city,  in  a  lonely 
part  of  the  country ;  so  that  this  petty  drama 
was  acted  to  its  finish  with  no  spectator  but 
the  moon. 
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^Vh?  t  ''""'P'  ""  *"«  «"'  to  over 

Wke  the  g.i«y  who  turned  ,h«ply  to  hi.  right. 

ot  the  EnghshnMn,  who  h«i  not  been  captain 

Zf  t    n  "  ""  "P*"-    ^"""P-  ««"«  the 
"»n  by  the  knees,  brought  him  down  upon  the 
ground:  but  the  feUow.  who  was  like  .  cat 
"f^  °°  "«/-"««!>•  i»  an  instant.    Ce 

yaras,   at    the   end    of   which    the 

bought  to  a  standstill.     He  had  «S  Z 

raOway  l„e,  to  find  himself  confronted  by  a 

Z^lf^"'  ""'^  '"'  "  ""Pth.  which  it  was 
impossible  to  cross. 

Turning  he  fi«»d  his  adversaries,  and  then 
decdmg  that  the  old   man  would  p„ve ' '  .' 

and  hurled  himself  upon  the  Turk 

of  effectmg  his  escape.     The  bhrie  of  his  knife 
«t  the  old  man  which  had  gone  deep  into  bl 
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victim's  heart,  had  not  his  wrist  been  nimbly 
caught  and  held  in  a  grasp  of  steel. 

Before  Philip  could  intervene,  a  struggle  took 
place,  as  brief  as  it  was  fierce.  The  Turk 
seemed  possessed  of  the  strength  of  Hercules. 
The  gipsy  imagined  that  he  was  fighting  for 
his  life.  Unable  to  free  his  right  hand  from 
the  grasp  of  a  man  who  was  several  inches 
shorter  than  himself,  with  his  left  he  seized  the 
Turk  by  the  beard  and  hurled  his  weight  upon 
his  opponent's  chest.  They  came  down  together 
with  a  thud  upon  the  ground,  and  then  rolled 
over  and  over. 

It  was  at  this  juncture  that  Philip  arrived 
upon  the  scene.  By  reason  of  the  darkness,  and 
because  the  two  men  were  so  lockr-"  together 
in  each  other's  arms,  he  found  it  di.  '^cult  to 
distinguish  one  from  the  other.  A  moment 
since,  the  moon  had  disappeared  behind  a 
cloud. 

Anxious  to  render  help  to  the  man  who,  for 
some  mysterious  reason,  had  come  so  oppor- 
tunely to  his  aid,  Philip  flung  his  weight  upon 
the  two  struggling  forms.  He  was  then  able 
to  distinguish  the  white  hair  of  the  Turk,  and 
with  both  hands  he  grasped  the  gipsy  by  the 
throat,  and  held  him  fast 
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The  gipsy  made  one  wild,  spwmodic  effort  to 
escape.    Somehow,  he  managed  to  lift  both  his 
opponents  bodUy  into  the  «r.    The  effort  w«, 
no  more  than  the  fln.1  kick  of  .  landed  fish. 
The  Enghshmw,  never  relaxed  hi,  gr«,p,  and 
aU  three  came  down  .g«n,  the  gipsy  underneath. 
And  thereupon,  Philip  experienced  the  peculiar 
sen«t.on  of  one  leg  swinging  wide  in  space, 
the  foot  of  which  faUed  to  find  the  ground     In 
«.  mstant,  he  was  back  again  on  terra  firma. 

nl„'J5  J*"  ^"^  ""*  *"  K^P^y  had  now  ex- 
pended h„  strength,  or  perhaps  he  had  some 
reason  to  be  frightened;  at  «,y  rate,  he  h.y 

P^.  Z  •  """"'-'"  '"O  ''  -«  ♦hen  thai 
PhUip  puUed  out  his  revolver  and  thrust  the 
CO  d  muzzle  between  the  man's  st«ingeyes. 

"Mercy!"  cried  the  fellow  in  a  shriek 
He  had  said  the  word  in  Turkish,  and  it  was 
m  that  language  that  Philip  ans».  ed 

fel"''  '*'"'"  "^^  *•'•  "  ^"^  ""^  ""thi-g  to 
The  man  obeyed,  rigid  as  a  mummy;  and 
Ph.I.p  got  to  his  feet,  took  off  a  scarf  he  w« 
wearmg  round  his  neck,  and  tied  the  nSs 
elbows  together  behind  his  back.  He  then 
looked  about  him.  with  the  intention  of  thaT 
■ng  the  Turk.  who.  he  found  to  his  amazement. 
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WAS  nowhere  to  be  seen.  The  old  man  had 
vanished,  as  suddenly  and  as  unaccountably  as 
if  he  had  disappeared  from  off  the  face  of  the 
earth. 

It  was  at  that  moment  that  the  moon  came 
out  from  behind  the  cloud  which  had  masked 
its  face  throughout  the  last  few  seconds,  and 
then  it  was  that  the  mystery  was  solved.  They 
had  been  struggling  on  the  top  of  the  railway 
cutting — and  the  Turk  had  gone  over  the  edge. 

Something  white  lay  at  Philip's  feet.  He 
stooped  and  picked  it  up.  Wonder  of  wonders, 
it  was  the  old  man's  beard  1 

He  went  to  the  brink  of  the  cutting,  and 
shouted  at  the  full  power  of  his  lungs. 

"  Are  you  there  ? "  he  cried. 

"Yes,"  came  the  answer  in  a  voice  no  less 
lusty  than  his  own. 

"  Are  you  hurt  ? " 

"I  am  bruised,"  said  the  voice  from  out  of 
the  darkness ;  "  but,  I  think,  no  bones  are 
broken.  Allah  be  praised!  I  had  the  good 
fortune  to  be  caught  in  a  bush  which  broke 
my  fall.  Wait  there.  I  will  come  to  you  in 
r  moment." 

He  heard  footsteps  at  the  bottom  of  the  cut- 
ting, a  id  then  the  sound  of  someone  climbing 
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up  to  tnc  right,  where,  doubtless,  the  slope  was 
not  so  steep.  Presently,  he  saw  the  Turk's 
white  clothes  in  the  moonlight.  He  struck  a 
match ;  and  no  sooner  had  he  done  so  than  the 
lurk,  without  "pology,  blew  it  out. 

The  whole  of  this  affair  was  like  a  box  of 
puzzles,  inasmuch  as  no  solution  to  a  string  of 
mysteries  could  be  found.    It  seemed  to  Philip 
fully  as   fantastic   as  any  chapter  in  all   the 
Arabian  Nights.     The  aged  Turk,  who  ran  like 
a  deer,  who  was  possessed  of  prodigious  physical 
strength,  and  who  had  the  ability  to  shed  his 
beard  as  a  viper  casts  its  skin,  was  another  genie 
or  jinn-thekind  of  super-man  who.  according 
to  onental  legend,  ruled  on  earth  before  the 
creation  of  Adam.     At  this  moment,  he  tapped 
Phihp  on  the  shoulder,  and  whispered  in  his  ear 
•'  I  have  no  wish."  said  he,  pointing  to  the 
gipsy,  "for  that  feUow  to  see  me  without  my 
beard.     It  might  lead  to  complications  " 

Philip  looked  into  his  face,  which  he  had 
turned  towards  the  moon.  It  was  the  face  of 
Boris  Petroff. 
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"  Boris  1"  cried  Philip.     "Whatever  are 
doing  here  ? " 

T'i    Bulgarian  carried  a  finger  to  his  lips,  and 
glanced  in  the  direction  of  the  gipsy. 

"  Be  careful,"  said  he.     "  If  I  am  discovered, 
you  know  what  it  means." 

As  yet,  Philip  had  hardly  had  time  to  grasp 
the  full  facts  of  the  case.     The  truth  dawned 
upon  him  by  degrees. 
"  You  are  a  spy ! "  he  uttered  in  a  whisper. 
'  It  comes  to  th.  •■  "  said  th      ther.     "  I  know 
I  have  nothing  to  fear  froiTi  :    i.     J  have  been 
here  a  week,  selling  pniapkins  to  the  soldiers 
in  the  forts  br*ween  t!  .-  Tunja  and  the  Baba 
Eski   Road.     '    lave  managed  to  find   out  a 
good    deal   concerning    the   garrisons   and  the 
number  and  nature  of  the  guns.     But,  we  have 
no  time  to  waste;  you  must  get   this  fellow 
out  of  the   way.     A  bribe  will   be  necessary, 
but  that   will    not   be  enough    in   itself;    you 
must  threaten  him  with   instant  death,  if  he 
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speaks  to  anyone  of  what  has  happened  to-night. 
I  leave  that  matter  to  you.  When  you  have 
got  nd  of  him,  return  to  me  here." 

Philip  stepped  across  to  the  gipsy,  who.  having 
his  arms  bound  behind  his  back,  and  knowing 
that  the  Englishman  was  armed  with  a  revolver 
had  feared  to  endeavour  to  escape.  The  man 
spoke  very  little  Turkish,  and  such  words  as 
he  knew  he  grossly  mispronounced.  Hence,  not 
only  did  it  take  time  for  Philip  to  make  him- 
self understood,  but  a  considerable  amount  of 
patience  was  necessary. 

"I  want  to  teU  you."  said  he,  "that  you 
have  been  extremely  foolish.  I  never  meant  to 
harm  you  from  the  first.  You  remember  who 
I  am  ? " 

"  I  remember  very  well,"  said  the  other,  with 
a  guilty  look.  "Effendi,  I  had  nothing  to  do 
with  the  murder.  I  swear  to  you,  I  tried  to 
persuade  Barco  and  the  girl  not  to  commit  the 
crime. 

•'I    know   that   well   enough,"   said   Philip. 

Ihat  is  why  you  have  nothing  to  fear.  Now 
pay  attention  to  what  I  am  about  to  say,  and 
remember  my  words.  It  will  go  iU  with  you 
if  you  forget." 

At  this,  the  man  seemed  to  gather  a  certain 
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amount  of  courage,  for  he  looked  up,  though 
he  could  not  take  his  eyes  from  Philip's 
revolver. 

"  You  may  be  able  to  tell  me,"  the  young 
Englishman  went  on,  "where  Barco  is  hiding. 
You  understand,  in  all  countries  it  is  a  crime 
to  shield  a  criminal.     It  is  therefore  your  duty 
to  tell  me,  apart  from  the  fact  that  I  have 
made  it  my  business  to  find  out  the  truth.     If 
you  lie  to  me,  I  will  kill  you.     If  you  speak 
the  truth,  I  will  give  you  five  pounds  in  English 
money  now,  and  five  pounds  when  Barco  has 
been  brought  to  justice.    Do  you  agree  to  that, 
or  do  you  not  ? " 
The  man  eagerly  answered  that  he  did. 
"  Very  weU,  then,"  said  Philip.     «  Where  is 
Barco  to  be  found  ? " 

The  gipsy  leaned  forward,  bringing  his  mouth 
close  to  Philip's  ear.  In  the  moonlight,  his 
grim,  disfigured  countenance  was  certainly  not 
prepossessing. 

"  Barco,"  he  whispered,  "  is  in  this  very  city, 
in  Adrianople.  He  goes  frequently  to  a  caf^,' 
called  the  "  Caf^  of  the  Five  Nations,"  kept  by 
a  Syrian,  whose  name  is  Haji  Bagdadi.  He 
seldom  comes  into  the  gipsy  mahaUah.  He  is 
a  rich  man,  nowadays.    He  has  forgotten  his 
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old  friends,  because  of  the  money  he  stole  from 
the  Englishman's  belt." 

••JUfy  belt,"  said  PhHip. 

"  The  effendi  speaks  the  truth." 

"  There  are  the  five  pounds  I  promised  you," 
said  Philip,  freeing  the  man's  arms,  and  giving 
him  the  money.  "But,  wait;  I  have  not  yet 
done." 

The  man's  eyes  gloated  on  the  money.  So 
overcome  was  he  by  the  sight  of  it  that  he 
began  to  tremble  in  his  limbs.  He  was  half 
terrified,  half  pleased. 

"  There  is  something  else,"  said  Philip,  "  of 
greater  importance  still.  You  are  to  forget 
everything  that  has  happened  to-night.  Here 
are  two  more  sovereigns  to  seal  your  lips.  If 
you  tell  a  single  living  soul  you  were  pursued 
and  captured  by  a  Turk,  your  life  will  be  in 
danger.  You  understand,  we  live  in  the  midst 
of  great  -vents.  There  are  those  who  would 
not  hesit  ^e  to  put  you  out  of  the  world.  For 
your  own  sake,  I  advise  you  to  hold  your 
tongue." 

The  man  now  looked  frightened  again. 
"  Effendi,"  said  he,  "  I  swear  it." 
"I  ask  you  to  swear  nothing,"  said  PhUip. 
"  If  all  goes  well,  I  will  pay  you  another  five 
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pounds.     If  this  project  fails  through  any  fault 
ofyours,  youdie."  ^ 

"  Effendi,"  he  repeated.  "  I  swear  it" 

"Then  get  off,"  said  Philip,  -as  quickly  as 
you  can.  ^        ' 

I.  J''^?"'  """PP"^"  ™  the  darkness.  The 
l«t  Ph,hp  saw  of  him  he  w«,  running  in  ,he 
moonI«ht  towards  the  river.  No  sooner  y,L 
he  gone  than  Boris  Petroff  appeared  at  PhiUp's 

"You  managed  it  weU,"  said  he,  "I  listened 
to  every  word." 

The  spy  stooped  down,  and  picked  up  his 
false  beard,  which  was  lying  at  tlieir  feet.  "It 
^  tfke  «>me  time  to  make  this  right,"  said 
ne  The  man  was  desperate.  Had  it  been 
my  own  ha„.  he  would  We  pulled  it  out  by 

"You  heard  about  Barco?"  asked  Philip. 
todJr    '•"'*'"=  ""h"-     "What  do  you  mean 

"I  propose  to  take  a  leaf  from  your  book," 
s..d  Ph.hp;   -to  disg-.ise  myself  as  a  Turk 
•nd  to  go  to  this  Haji  Bagdadi's  caf^  " 

her    wdl  be  two  of  us  playing  the  spy.     But 
I  can  assist  you.     In  the  bazaar  in  the  principal 
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street,  nearest  the  Ottoman  Bank,  you  will  find 
a  Greek  barber,  a  man  of  the  name  of  Velian. 
He  is  absolutely  to  be  trusted,  if  you  pay  him 
well.  He  will  give  you  everything  that  is 
necessary  to  disguise  yourself,  and  if  you  follow 
his  instructions,  you  ought  to  be  pretty  safe; 
for,  I  tell  you  frankly,  i  think  your  job  will 
prove  more  dangerous  than  mine.  I  know  the 
Caf^  of  the  Five  Nations.  It  is  frequented  by 
the  biggest  scoundrels  in  the  place.  By  a 
strange  coincidence  I  myself  had  already  decided 
to  go  there.  You  must  not  recognise  me,  of 
course ;  but  in  the  heart  of  a  city  like  this,  it  is 
just  as  well  to  have  a  friend  at  hand.  You  speak 
Turkish  well  enough  to  pass;  but,  be  careful. 
If  the  gipsies  find  you  out,  they  will  make  short 
work  of  you ;  you  may  depend  upon  that." 

Thereupon,  they  parted,  Boris  going  towards 
the  railway  station  where  he  was  to  meet  a 
train  upon  which  was  a  brother  spy  who  would 
carry  his  dispatches  to  Sofia,  and  Philip  towards 
the  Frankish  settlement,  a  little  farther  to  the 
north. 

Two  days  later,  Phihp  Thornton  left  Adria- 
nople  by  a  train  which  went  to  the  west. 
Taking  a  ticket  to  Mustafa  Pasha,  he  reserved 
a  first-class  carriage  for  himself. 
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As  soon  as  the  train  was  clear  of  the  station, 
he  puUed  down  the  blinds,  in  order  that  no  one 
passing  down  the  corridor  might  see  what  he 
was  about.     He  then  undressed,  tied  his  clothes 
in  a  bundle,    v^hich  he  weighted  with   heavy 
stones,  and  threw  out  of  the  window  into  a 
nver  as  the  train  passed  over  a  bridge.     As  the 
bundle  sank  beneath  the  water.  Philip  reaUsed 
that,  for  the  time  being,  he  had  cut  himself 
off  completely  from  the  civilisation  of  th.  West. 
He  then  produced  a  bottle  containing  a  brown 
fluid,  which  he  had  obtained  from  Velian,  and 
with  which  he  stained  his  skin  to  the  colour 
of  wahiut,   so  that  his  complexion  resembled 
that  of  an  inhabitant  of  one  of  the  mountainous 
regions  of  Asia  Minor.     Acting  on  the  advice 
of  Vehan,  Philip  had  purchased  the  clothes  of 
a  Kizilbashi  from  Angora.     Among  the  people 
of  that  district,  who  are  probably  purely  Turkish 
in  origin,  the   Turkish   language  is   generally 
spoken.      The  Kizilbashis,  or  "Redheads,"  as 
they  are  caUed,  are  superior  to  the  ordinary 
Turk  in  inteUigence ;  and  PhiUp's  feati  res       re 
so  formed  that,  according  to  the   Greei.,  he 
would  have  no  difficulty  in  passing  himself  off 
as  a  horse-dealer  who  raised  his  stock  on  the 
fertUe  plains  of  the  upper  valley  of  the  Kizil 
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Irmah,  which,  in  ckssic  times,  under  the  name 
of  the  Halys,  was  one  of  the  most  notable  rivers 
in  the  world. 

From  the  train,  into  which  a  young  English 
gentleman  had  stepped  at  Adrianople.  there 
appeared  upon  the  platform  at  Mustafa  Pasha 
a  somewhat  wild-looking,  Anatolian  horse-dealer, 
with  a  battered  fez,  and  no  more  luggage  than 
a  couple  of  bridles  and  a  blanket. 

This  young  man  betook  himself  into  the 
town,  where,  that  very  evening,  he  purchased 
two  horses,  a  supply  of  provisions,  and  a  saddle. 
The  following  morning,  he  set  off  to  the  south, 
riding  one  horse,  and  leading  the  other,  and  by 
midday  had  returned  to  Adrianople. 

As  he  entered  the  city  by  the  western  road, 
he  observed  a  group  of  soldiers  on  the  glacis  of 
the  fort  which  stands  upon  the  high  hill  at  the 
apex  of  the  Maritza  and  the  Tunja  Rivers. 
These  men  appeared  wildly  excited,  and  from 
time  to  time,  they  cheered.  As  the  horse- 
dealer  passed  towards  the  city,  he  noticed  an 
old  Turk,  with  a  basketful  of  pumpkins,  walking 
slowly  towards  the  soldiers  and  the  fort.  So 
Boris  Petroff,  with  his  life  in  his  hands,  still 
went  about  his  business. 
In  the  city  the  streets  were  thronged.    The 
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whole  population  seemed  to  be  abroad.  Veiled 
women  passed  with  noiseless  feet  upon  theu- 
way.  Urchins,  with  little  or  no  clothing,  chased 
one  another  around  great  heaps  of  refuse  in  open 
places.  At  almost  every  corner  beggars  asked 
for  alms,  and  received  them;  for  has  not  the 
Prophet  written  that  charity  is  among  the 
greatest  of  f ,he  virtues  ? 

Men  of  every  nationality  and  race  ronversed 
in  groups  in  the  narrow  streets,  in  the  bazaars 
and  on  the  steps  of  the  mosques.  They  spoke 
in  loud  voices,  and,  as  often  as  not,  emphasized 
their  meaning  with  wild  gesticulations. 

Philip  had  dismounted,  and  was  leading  his 
hoses  through  the  streets  at  a  walk.  He  was 
abcnt  to  inquire  the  reason  for  this  unwonied 
excitement,  when  he  felt  a  hand  upon  his 
shoulder,  and  heard  the  word,  "Dur!"  (Halt!) 
spoken  in  the  gruff  tones  of  a  word  of  com- 
mand. 

He  turned,  and  found  that  he  had  been  arrested 
by  a  zaptieh,  or  gendarme. 

"Where  are  you  going?"  demanded  the 
man. 

Philip  answered  that  he  was  a  horse-dealer,  a 
Kizilbashi  from  Angora,  who  had  come  to  sell 
his    hories    in    Adrianople.      At    the    present 
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moment,  he  was  on  his  way  to  the  Caft  of  the 

Five  Nations,  where,  he  had  been  told.  exceUent 

accommodation  was  to  be  had. 
"If  you  came  here  to  sell  your  horses."  said 

the  zaptieh.  "they  are  as  good  as  sold  already. 

He  so  good  as  to  follow  me." 

Now.  in  Turkey,  it  is  not  wise  to  resist  the 
pohce.  These  fellows  are  armed,  and  do  not 
hesitate  to  use  their  weapons.  PhUip.  leading 
his  horses,  accompanied  the  gendarme  down  a 
side  str.e  which  was  so  narrow  that  there 
was  barely  room  for  the  two  horses  to  walk 
abreast 

"Tell  me,"  said  he  to  the  man.  "what  is  this 
aU  about  ?    I  have  not  the  least  idea." 

"  Do  you  mean  to  say  you  have  not  heard ' " 
exclaimed  the  zaptieh.  "The  Montenegrins 
have  declared  war.  There  has  been  fighting  on 
the  frontier.  The  mobilisation  of  the  army 
proceeds  apace.  The  Government  requires 
horses  for  the  cavalry  and  artiUery;  oxen  and 
mules  for  the  transport." 

"  I  shall  be  paid  ? »  cried  Philip  in  dismay 
"  You  will  be  given  a  receipt."  said  the  man. 
You  will  be  paid  at  some  future  date,  after 
the   Ottoman  troops  have  entered    Sofia  and 
Belgrade." 
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••  Shall  I  get  the  price  I  ask  ?  " 
"By  no  means.  You  wiU  get  just  as  much 
as  It  pleases  the  authorities  to  give-and  no 
more.  But,  you  will  have  the  satisfaction  of 
knowing  that  you  have  been  of  service  to  his 
Majesty,  the  Sultan." 

By  that  time,  they  were  come  to  a  small 
house,  above  the  door  of  which  appeared  the 
followmg  anno  mcement  in  Turkish  characters: 
"  Commissioner  for  Remounts  and  Transport." 

The  two  horses  were  handed  over  to  an 
orderly,  whilst  Philip  was  conducted  by  the 
zaptieh  into  a  kind  of  waiting-room.  Here  he 
was  told  to  sit  down ;  and  after  an  interval  of 
about  ten  minutes,  he  was  shown  into  an  inner 
room,  or  office,  where  a  Turkish  officer  was 
seated  at  a  table. 

"Where  do  you  come  from?"  asked  the 
officer. 

PhUip  replied  that  his  home  was  near  Angora, 
in  Asia  Minor. 

"Ah,"  said  the  officer,  "they  breed  the  best 
horses  m  the  world  there." 

At  that,  he  filled  in  a  printed  form  which  lay 
before  him  on  the  table,  signed  it.  and  passed  it 
across  to  Philip. 

"Here  is  a  receipt."  said  he.     "You  will 
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receive  payment  on  presentation  of  this.  Your 
horses  are  required  by  the  army." 

Before  our  horse-dealer  had  time  to  realise 
what  had  happened,  he  found  himself  in  the 
street  again.  His  horses  had  already  dis- 
appeared. It  occurred  to  him,  at  first,  that 
their  purchase,  that  very  morning,  in  Mustafa 
Pasha,  had  been  rather  a  waste  of  money ;  but, 
on  second  thoughts,  he  was  able  to  find  comfort 
in  the  reflection  that,  since  the  horses  had  been 
no  more  than  a  "  blind,"  the  government  receipt 
would  prove  just  as  effective,  and  far  more  con- 
venient to  take  about  with  him. 

He  was  standing  in  the  street,  twisting  the 
paper  between  his  fingers,  when  an  officer  passed, 
so  close  to  him  as  to  brush  his  elbow.  Philip 
looked  up,  and  then  quickly  turned  his  face 
away,  and  hurried  down  the  street.  When  he 
had  gone  about  fifteen  paces,  he  looked  back, 
and  saw  that  the  officer  was  still  watching  him 
from  the  steps  of  the  house. 

He  went  on  again,  walking  faster  than  ever, 
his  heart  beating  wildly  in  excitement ;  for  the 
officer,  who  had  gone  into  the  office  of  the 
Remount  Department,  was  none  other  than 
Yildirim  Bey ;  and  Philip  was  sure  that  he  had 
been  recognised. 
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He  thought  it  best  to  find  his  way  at  once 
to  the  Cai4  of  the  Five  Nations,  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  which  he  intended  to  hire  a  lodging. 
He  would  then  have  an  excuse  for  taking  the 
minority  of  his  meals  in  the  caf^,  where  he 
hoped  eventually  to  come  face  to  face  with 
Barco. 

He  had  some  difficulty  in  finding  the  place, 
as  the  streets  in  the  poorer  part  of  the  city 
were  all  so  similar  in  their  dirt  and  poverty  and 
squalor  that  they  were  like  the  ramifications  of 
a  maze.  Finally,  with  the  assistance  of  a  small 
boy,  whom  he  presented  with  a  few  piastres,  he 
succeeded  in  reacliing  his  destination. 

The  Cafd  of  the  Five  Nations  proved  to  be 
a  ramshackle,  one-storied  building  which  lay  back 
a  little  way  from  the  street.  To  reach  the  door 
it  was  necessary  to  pass  under  a  wooden  archway, 
upon  which  was  written  in  Arabic  characters  the 
announcement  that  all  kinds  of  toffee  could  be 
obtained  within.  The  house  appeared  deserted. 
The  blinds  were  down,  and  the  door  had  been 
left  open.  Evidently,  the  proprietor  was  tak- 
ing his  midday  siesta  after  the  custom  of  his 
country. 

Philip  marched  boldly  in,  and  asked  in  a  loud 
voice  if  anyone  was  there.     For  answer  came  a 
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wrt  of  grunt  ftom  an  inner  room ;  and  presently, 
Haj,  Bagdad,  himself,  a  fat  Syrian.  roUed  into 
the  room.  He  had  all  the  self-assunmce  of  a 
Hhj,.  one  who  has  made  the  pilgrimage  to 
Mecca.  He  had  a  weU-fed,  gi^asy  face.Teepy 
eyes,  and  a  long,  oily  moustache.  His  fimui 
resembled  a  bundle  of  dirty  clothes. 

"Good  day  to  you."  said  Philip.    "This  is 
the  Cafd  of  the  Five  Nations,  is  it  not  ? " 

The  Syrian  replied  that  it  was. 

"  tu^  ***"  ^  ^^^  ^'P'^y  quarter  of  the  town  ? " 
"This  IS  the  mahallah  in  which  the  Govern, 
ment  compels  the  gipsies  to  live." 

PhiU    *"  *  ''°"*'  ^^"  ^'°™  Angora,"  said 

"  I  see  you  are."  said  the  other.  AVhich  was 
reassunng. 

"  1  arrived  here  this  morning  with  two  horses. 
The  Government  took  them  away  from  me.  and 
gave  me  this." 

He  showed  the  proprietor  the  receipt.    Bag- 

"  What  can  one  do  ? "  said  he.  «  One  cannot 
bargain  with  the  Government.  Allah  be  praised  I 
What  do  you  want  with  me  ?  " 

"  I  cannot  return  immediately  to  Asia  Minor." 
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said  Philip.  ••  It  will  be  necessary  for  me  to 
sUy  in  this  city  for  some  days,  perhaps  weeks. 
Can  you  tell  me  where  I  can  find  lodgings? 
Perhaps  you  yourself  have  a  room  ? " 

Bagdadi  direc.ed  a  fat  finger  at  the  Govern- 
ment receipt. 
"I   do  not  regard  that  as  credit,"  said  he. 
"  You  may  never  be  paid.    The  ways  of  the 
Government  are  strange.     Allah  be  praised  1 " 
"  I  have  some  money,"  said  Philip. 
"  Ah,  indeed  ! "  said  the  Syrian.     "  Then,  I 
have  a  room  which  I  can  let  you  have  for  forty 
stotinki  a  day.     But  I  would  also  require  you 
to  give  me  some  assistance  in  the  caf^.     I  have 
lost  my  servant  this  morning.     He  was  a  first 
class  Reservist,  and  ha  has  been  called  back  to 
the  colours  of  his  reg^nent  which  is  at  Kirk 
Kilisse.      The   wavs   oi    the   Government   are 
strange." 

Wholly  unconscious  of  the  fact,  the  fat  Syrian 
had  played  into  Philip's  hands.  Both  were 
highly  satisfied  with  the  arrar  ement.  Philip 
was  to  be  employed  in  the  calJ,  to  wash  the 
cups  and  plates  and  attend  the  guests.  Bagdadi, 
who  was  to  receive  forty  stotinki  a  day,  and 
Philip's  labour  for  nothing,  was  hupr  ly  pleased 
with  himself,  as  having  got  the  best  of  the 
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bargain.  The  matter  was  settled  with  the  usual 
hand-shake;  and  Philip  paid  over  the  money 
for  a  week's  lodging,  then  and  there. 

"Do  you  know,"  said  the  Syrian,  ••  I  like  the 
Kizilbashis.  I  would  rather  employ  a  Redhead 
than  a  Turk." 

Philip  replied  that  he  was  particularly  fond 
of  the  Syrians,  and  that,  with  the  Haji's  per- 
mission, he  would  retire  to  his  room  in  order 
to  rest. 

Though  the  days  that  followed  were  particu- 
larly  monotonous,  they  were  not  without  interest 
to  the  young  Englishman,  who  was  enabled  to 
see  something  of  the  typical  life  in  the  poorer 
quarters  of  a  Turkish  town.  It  may  be  said 
at  once,  that  the  caf^  was  none  too  clean,  that 
the  air  of  the  neighbourhood  was  tainted  with 
the  most  unwholesome  smells,  and  that  nightly 
Philip  rested  uneasily  upon  his  couch  by  reason 
of  various  species  of  insects  which  are  name- 
less. 

There  was  no  business  done  until  after  five 
o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  when  customers  began 
to  arrive,  sometimes  singly,  sometimes  in  parties. 
The  caf^  remained  open  frequently  until  the 
smaU  hours  of  the  morning.  There  was  no 
regular  hour  of  closing.    The  Haji  put  out  his 
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lights  when  his  last  guest  had  gone.  His  trade 
was  mostly  in  coffee  and  cigarettes,  and  his 
customers  usually  Turks. 

The  saloon — as  it  was  called— was  long  and 
narrow,  with  small  tables  and  chairs  arranged 
in  lines,  three  chairs  to  a  table.  At  one  end 
was  a  bar,  in  front  of  which  was  an  old 
Austrian-made  piano.  Since  no  one  ever 
played  the  piano,  it  was  presumably  there  as 
an  ornament.  As  Bagdadi  said,  every  cafe 
should  have  a  piano.  At  the  other  end  of  the 
room  was  a  platform,  upon  which  a  story-teller 
frequently  recited  long  tales  of  the  ancient 
valour  of  the  Turks ;  and  on  such  occasions  the 
restaurant  was  crowded. 

One  evening,  after  Philip  had  been  serving 
in  the  caf^  for  several  days,  and  when  the  story- 
teller had  reached  the  most  dramatic  point  of 
his  narrative,  and  an  audience  of  about  twenty- 
five  people  sat  spellbound  and  silent  in  their 
chairs,  the  door  was  suddenly  flung  back  upon 
its  hinges,  and  there  rushed  into  the  room  an 
old,  grey-beard  Turk,  whose  clothes  were  torn 
and  dirty,  and  splashed  with  mud,  as  if  he  had 
been  running  for  some  distance  through  the 
mire.  Moreover,  great  drops  of  perspiration 
were  falling  from  his  face.     Around  his  head 


96    THE  SWORD  OF  DELIVERANCE 

was  a  bandage,  tied  hastily,  and  stained  with 
blood.  And  upon  the  sleeve  of  his  left  arm 
was  a  small  hole,  in  the  centre  of  another  blood- 
stain, where  a  bullet  had  drilled  his  arm. 

One  glance  was  enough  for  Philip.    The  old 
Turk  was  Boris  Petroif,  the  Bulgarian  spy. 
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Boris  passed  rapidly  down  the  room,  and  mount- 
ing the  platform,  took  his  place  by  the  side 
of  the  story-teller.  Then,  he  flung  forth  his 
arms. 

"Brothers,"  he  cried,  "the  dogs  of  war  are 
loose!" 

From  every  quarter  of  the  room,  in  a  kind  of 
murmur,  arose  the  ArPb  prayer— «/w  the  name 
of  Allah,  the  Merciful,  the  Compassionate:' 

"  Has  war  been  declared  against  the  Bulgars  ? " 
cried  a  man  from  the  back  of  the  room. 

"  Yes,"  cried  the  spy  in  a  loud  voice.  "  And 
the  Servian  too.  It  is  said  that  the  Bulgars 
are  alrea^  n  the  line-of-march  to  Mustafa 
Pasha." 

Immediately,  there  was  an  uproar.  The  story- 
teller changed  the  tenor  of  his  theme  to  make 
it  suit  the  topic  of  the  hour.  He  had  been 
telling  a  tale  of  Saracen  days,  when  the  old 
conflict  raged  between  the  Crescent  and  the 
Cross.    The  good  fight,   said   he,  would  now 
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continue.  The  time  was  come,  once  more,  for 
the  Great  Ottoman  Empire  to  put  forth  its 
strength,  and  make  the  Christians  bite  the 
dust. 

His  words  aroused  the  fiery  patriotism  that 
lies  dormant  in  the  heart  of  every  Turk  The 
Moslem,  from  China  to  Morocco,  is  a  fanatic  : 
aU  without  the  pale  of  Mecca  are  infidels  and 
dogs. 

One  and  all,  his  audience  rose  to  their  feet 
and  fiUed  the  air  with  deep,  guttural  shouts.       ' 

When  the  turmoil  and  excitement  had  sub- 
sided a  little,  the  story-teUer  turned  to  the 
spy. 

"  Father,"  said  he,  pointing  to  Boris's  wounds, 
"you  have  been  roughly  handled."  He  used 
the  word  "Baba,"  which  is  the  term  of  familiar 
endearment  by  which  an  old  man  is  commonly 
addressed  in  Turkey. 

Boris  lifted  his  hands,  with  the  expressive 
gesture  of  the  East.  "  What  would  you  have  ? » 
he  asked  "The  town  is  full  of  traitors: 
iiulgars,  Armenians,  Greeks." 

The  Turk  is  not  inquisitive  by  nature.  He 
takes  all  things  as  a  matter  of  course.  These 
people,  however,  were  wildly  excited.  They 
now  divided  themselves  into  groups,  and  dis- 
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cussed  the  situation  with  fierce  enthusiasm. 
Not  one  of  them  doubted  for  a  moment  that 
Turkey  would  crush  the  Balkan  League  within 
the  space  of  a  fortnight.  They  had  all  the  self- 
assurance  of  a  nation  whose  history  is  the  record 
of  six  centuries  of  conquest.  There  were  three 
principles  they  believed  in,  above  all  things: 
AUah,  the  Prophet,  and  the  Unconquerable 
Turk.  ^ 

Boris,  descending  from  the  platform,  passed 
down  the  centre  of  the  room.  As  he  brushed 
PhiUp's  elbow,  he  whispered  quickly  in  his  ear. 

"  I  must  see  you  at  once,"  said  he. 

Philip,  without  any  show  of  haste,  collected 
several  cups,  and  carried  these  into  the  kitchen 
where  he  did  the  washing-up.  There  he  was 
joined  by  Boris.  The  young  Bulgarian  had  not 
yet  recovered  his  breath.  He  spoke  in  the  voice 
of  a  man  who  is  breathless  from  excitement  and 
fast  running. 

"  My  life  is  in  danger,"  said  he.  •♦  In  the 
village  of  Musubeili,  I  was  recognised  as  a  spy. 
I  had  to  run  for  my  life;  and  it  was  only  due 
to  the  darkness  that  I  managed  to  reach  the 
town  in  safety.  However,  they  had  signalled 
to  the  city  guard,  and  I  was  arrested  by  zaptiehs 
as  I  entered  the  town.     I  managed  to  escape 
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with  a  couple  of  wounds;  and  for  two  hours 
I  have  been  hunted  from  pillar  to  post,  from 
one  end  of  Adrianople  to  the  other.  My  pur- 
suers  may  arrive  here  at  any  moment.  Is  there 
anywhere  I  can  hide  ? " 

Philip   thought    for    a    moment,    and    then 
remembered  that,  a  few  days  before,  he  had 
found  the  very  place  for  the  purpose.     At  the 
back  of  the  Caf^  of  the  Five  Nations  was  a 
piece  of  waste  ground,   formerly   the   site  of 
several  Armenian  houses  which  had  been  de- 
stroyed by  the  great  fire  of  1905.  and  had  not 
been  rebuilt.     Whilst  wandering  among  these 
rums,  Phihp  had   discovered  an  old  dry  well 
the  top  of  which  was  entirely  hidden  by  shrubs. ' 
\\  hen  he  told  Boris  of  this,  the  Bulgarian 
msisted  that  they  should  go  there  without  delay 
There  was.  as  he  said  repeatedly,  not  so  much 
as  a  second  to  lose. 

Philip  went  back  to  the  caf^,  to  see  if  his 
absence  had  been  noticed.     There,  he  set  out 
several  clean  cups,  wiped  the  tables  with  a  cloth 
and  returned  in  haste  to  Boris. 
"  Come  1 "  said  he.     «  Quick  I " 
Together  they  went  out  at  the  back  of  the 
house.     The  night  was  exceedingly  dark.     There 
were  no  stars  in  the  heavens,  and  the  moon  had 
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not  yet  arisen.  Philip  could  find  his  way  to 
the  well  without  difficulty,  but  they  could  not 
walk  quickly,  by  reason  of  the  debris  that  ky 
about— old  bricks  and  mortar,  battered  cooking 
utensils,  and  even  broken  tables  and  chairs.  At 
last,  they  came  to  the  shrubs  which  hid  the 
mouth  of  the  well,  and  here  they  stopped. 

"This  is  the  place,"  said  PhiUp. 

Boris  looked  down  into  the  well. 

"  Can  I  climb  down,"  he  asked,  "  or  will  we 
need  a  rope  ? " 

"You  can  climb  down  without  difficulty," 
said  the  other.  "There  are  several  bricks 
missing,  and  you  can  use  the  holes  as  the 
rungs  of  a  ladder.  It  is  quite  dry  at  the 
bottom.     But  you  will  need  a  light." 

Philip  had  brought  with  him  a  lantern,  which 
he  now  lighted,  and  held  over  the  well. 

"Goodl"  said  Boris.  "But  I  have  another 
favour  to  ask.  In  case  I  am  discovered,  it 
would  not  do  for  these  to  be  found  upon  me. 
I  must  leave  them  in  your  charge." 

So  saying,  he  opened  his  coat,  and  produced 
the  following  articles  in  turn, 

"There  is  my  camera,"  said  he.  "I  have 
taken  several  photographs  of  the  fortifications ; 
and  these  are  the  films.     Here  are  my  dispatches, 
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m  this  envelope.    They  contain  valuable   i, 
form,  .on  .„  „^      ^^  ^^^^  ^  ^^ 

«st  of  the  town.     They  «,,  i„  fi^,  the  key,  < 
Ad™nop,e.     Hide  then,  Where  they  c»„rb 

t„r'f,!'  '"°'"'*^  to  do  so;  «d  in  sneer  grati 
tude  the  young  Bulgaria,  «i«d  his  frSfd 
h«Ki.  and  covered  it  with  kisses.     This  acUor 
may  ^m  strange  to  those  who  live  in  En^d 

t'vl  thaH    x'*"'  ^  •«  »°«  Oemons,;:: 
tiye  than  the  Teutonic  and  Celtic  race.   .„^ 

^on.  n^e  any  attempt    to   disg^r'th^i^ 

the  seventh  t,me.  and  vowed  that  he  wouTd 
never  forget  his  kindness  .nd  his  couU  he 
descended,  step  by  step,  to  the  bottom  S  the 

w«^^whastPhiUpheldthehu.temi„ordLt 

Anxious  that  he  should  not  be  found  in  the 
-mty  of  the  well,  in  case  the  zaptiehs  stl' 
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that  Philip  passed,  feeling  the  bricks  with  his 
hand.  He  had  blown  out  the  light  in  his 
lantern. 

At  last,  he  found  that  for  which  he  had  been 
searching— a  loosened  brick,  which  he  had  no 
difficulty  in  drawing  out  from  the  wall.  Hold- 
ing the  brick  in  one  hand,  he  struck  it  against 
the  ground,  and  after  several  failures,  managed 
to  break  it  in  half. 

He  then  took  the  envelope  containing  the 
spy's  dispatches,  folded  it  up,  and  placed  it  in 
the  hole.     On  top  of  this  he  put  the  spools  of 
the  camera  films.    To  his  dismay,  he  found  that 
the  camera  itself  was  too  large  to  go  in,  and  he 
was  therefore  obliged  to  put  it  in  his  pocket. 
Before  he  replaced  the  smaller  portion  of  the 
brick,  he  scratched  a  little  cross  upon  the  end  of 
it  with  the  fore-sight  of  his  revolver,  that  he 
might  be  able  to  find  the  place  again.    Then  he 
went  on,  with  the  intention  of  re-entering  the 
caf^.  * 

He  was  not  ten  paces  from  the  door,  which 
he  had  left  ajar,  and  through  which  he  could  see 
the  lights  of  the  restaurant,  when  he  was 
brought  to  an  abrupt  standstill  by  an  occurrence 
as  alarming  as  it  was  unexpected. 

To  a  smaU  degree,  the  three  ruined  walls 
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reflected  the  light  which  came  from  the  windows 
and  through  the  opened  doorway  of  the  caf^. 
i-hUips  attention  was  first  attracted  by  the 
sound  of  someone  who  stumbled  over  the 
stones,  and  a  soft  oath  in  some  strange  language 
that  he  did  not  understand.  Straining  his  e^es 
in  the  daricness,  he  was  able  to  make  out  the 
figures  of  four  crouching  men.  who  were  creep- 
mg  along  the  waU.  one  behind  the  other  in 
Indian  file. 

Glancing  quickly  at  the  wall  on  the  other 
side,  he  discovered,  to  his  consternation,  six 
other  men,  moving  in  the  same  direction.  To 
aU  intents  and  purposes,  he  was  surrounded. 
He  could  walk  back  to  the  well,  or  he  was  free 
to  enter  the  caf^;  but  there  was  no  way  of 
escape  on  either  side. 

He  stood  for  a  moment  irresolute,  endeavour- 
ing to  formulate  some  plan  of  action.  It  was 
then  that  the  door  opened,  and  he  discerned  the 
portly  figure  of  Bagdadi,  silhouetted  against  the 
hght  The  Haji  lifted  his  voice,  and  cried  out 
for  his  servant,  saying  that  the  gentlemen  in  the 
saloon  were  clamouring  for  coffee. 

Philip  answered  that  he  was  coming,  and  took 
a  step  forward ;  and  as  he  did  so.  a  man,  who 
had  been  lymg  flat  upon  the  ground,  jumped  up 
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immediately  before  him,  and  made  off  like  a  cat 
in  the  darkness.  For  a  moment,  this  man  was 
immediately  between  Philip  and  the  lighted 
doorway ;  and  then  it  was  that  his  figure  seemed 
familiar.  At  the  time,  Philip  Thornton  gave 
the  matter  no  more  than  a  thought.  The  whole 
thir  y  was  so  much  a  mystery  that  he  could  not, 
as  were,  focus  his  mind  upon  any  particular 
detail. 

When  Philip  appeared  by  the  side  of  the 
Haji,  he  was  shaking  with  excitement.  His 
heart  was  beating  violently.  In  one  hand  he 
held  his  revolver,  which  he  had  been  prepared 
to  use  at  a  moment's  notice,  the  barrel  of  which 
caught  the  lamp-light  from  the  caf^  beyond. 
He  found  it  hard  to  believe  that  the  shadowy 
figures  he  had  seen  were  zaptiehs,  since  gen- 
darmes would  scarcely  have  fled  so  precipitately 
at  his  approach. 

"What's  this?"  cried  Bagdadi,  noticing 
Philip's  state  of  intense  excitement,  and  point- 
ing to  the  revolver. 

That  was  a  question  that  was  easier  asked 
than  answered. 

"  I  don't  know,"  s  ud  Philip,  putting  down  the 
lantern  on  the  floor.  "I  saw  figures  in  the 
darkness.     I  believe  the  house  is  surrounded." 
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The  Haji  was  a  brave  man,  like  the  majority 
of  his  race. 

''And  you  are  afraid?"  he  asked  with  in- 
finite  scorn.    "I    did  not  know."    he  added 
"that  the  Kizilbashis  of  Angora  had  the  hearts 
of  Armenians  and  Greeks." 

"I  am  ready  to  prove  to  you,"  said  Philip, 

that  a  Kizilbashi  cares  as  little  for  death  as  any 

Moslem  in  the  world.     I  am  ready  to  go  back 

and  find  out  who  these  men  are ;  for  I  swear 

to  you  I  saw  them." 

"  Go  back,  then,"  said  Bagdadi,  with  a  laugh. 
Turn  these  vermin  out." 
Philip  had  actually  lighted  his  lantern,  and 
had  put  the  hammer  of  his  revolver  back  to 
cock,  when  there  came  the  sound  of  tempestuous 
hammering  on  the  front  door,  on  the  other  side 
of  the  house.     Whoever  it  was  who  knocked 
did   not  trouble  to  wait  for  an    answer;    for 
almost  immediately  afterwards,  they  heard  the 
shuffling  of  many  feet  in  the  saloon.    Hastening 
into  the    caf^,  Philip  and   Bagdadi  found  the 
place  m  possession  of  the  police. 

The  zaptiehs  were  commanded  by  a  captain, 
a  tall  man  with  a  grey  moustache.  Without 
any  waste  of  time,  he  laid  hold  of  the  Haii  by 
the  arm.  ''     ^ 
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"  Are  you  the  proprietor  of  this  restaurant  ? " 
he  demanded,  in  the  gruff  tones  of  one  whose 
custom  it  was  to  do  his  business  with  dispatch. 
"  Yes,  sir,"  said  the  Syrian.     "  I  am." 
"Well,  then,"  said  the   captain,  "you  had 
best    answer    my    question    without  waste  of 
time.     Did  a  man  come  here  to-night  who  was 
wounded  ? " 
"  Yes." 

"  Was  he  an  old  man,  with  a  grey  beard  ? " 

"  Yes,  sir.     He  was." 

"  Is  he  still  here  ? " 

The  Haji  looked  around  him,  as  if  to  ascer- 
tain whether  the  man  who  had  brought  the  news 
of  the  outbreak  of  the  war  was  still  within  the 
caf^.  Not  seeing  him,  he  bowed  his  head, 
which,  in  Turkey,  is  the  common  way  to  signify 
a  negative. 

"  I  suppose,"  said  he,  "  he  has  gone." 

"Gone/"  cried  the  captain,  in  a  voice  that 
thundered  in  the  room.  "Gone  where? 
Come,  out  with  the  truth ! " 

He  shook  the  Haji  roughly— an  action  that 
the  latter  resented,  for  he  scowled  and  folded  his 
arms. 

"  Sir,"  said  he,  "  I  know  nothing  of  this  man. 
To  the  best  of  my  belief,  I  saw  him  this  evening 
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for  the  first  time  in  my  life.     He  came  into  my 
caf^.  and  told  us  that  war  had  been  declared 
Ihen.   I  suppose  he    went  out.    I  know  not 
where  he  went." 

The  captain  of  zaptiehs  gave  the  Syrian  a 
long  and  searching  look.  Then,  seeming  satis- 
fied m  his  own  mind  that  Bagdadi  spoke  the 
truth,  he  turned  quickly  on  his  heel,  and  ad- 
dressed the  room  in  general. 

"Did  anyone  see  the  man  I  have  mentioned 
leave  this  room?"  he  demanded.  "If  so  by 
which  door  did  he  go  out  ? " 

For  a  moment  there  was  silence— a  silence 
during  which  Philip  Thornton  found  it  difficult 
to  breathe.  He  thought  of  Boris,  hidden  at  the 
bottom  of  the  well,  not  thirty  paces  from  the 
buUdmg;  and  he  knew  that  his  friend's  life  was 
m    jeopardy.     War    had    been    declared.       If 
caught,  disguised  within  the  outposts  of  the 
enemy,  Boris  would   be  shot  as  a  spy.     Then 
the  story-teller,  who  had  never  moved  from  his 
place  on  the  platform  at  the  end  of  the  saloon, 
came  to  the  head  of  the  steps. 

"  May  I  ask,"  said  he,   « whether  this  old, 
wounded  man  was  an  impostor?" 
"  Impostor  I "  roared  the  captain. 
Bulgar  spy." 
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At  that,  a  growl  ran  round  the  room.  It  was 
like  the  growl  of  savage  beasts.  The  story-teller 
rose  to  his  full  height,  his  eyes  flashing,  his  arms 
rigid  at  his  sides. 

"  There  is  one  here,"  he  announced,  in  slow, 
deliberate  tones ;  "  there  is  one  here  who  knows 
where  the  Bulgar  is." 

The  same  question  came  from  the  lips  of 
everyone  in  the  room,  except  Philip  and  the 
story-teller.  The  young  Englishman  fastened 
his  teeth  upon  his  lip. 

"  Who  ? "  they  cried.     "  Who  knows  ? " 

"That  man  there.  I  saw  them  speak  to- 
gether in  whispers." 

His  right  arm  shot  up,  and  his  long  finger 
was  directed  at  Philip,  who  felt  as  if  the  blood 
within  his  veins  was  frozen.  Before  he  had 
time  to  realise  what  had  happened,  his  arms 
had  been  seized  by  two  zaptiehs,  and  he  was 
held  as  in  a  vice. 

"  Ah,"  said  the  captain.  "  For  the  time  being 
we  must  suppose  that  you  are  an  agent  of  the 
man  we  want.  Come,  speak  the  truth,  and  have 
done  with  it.     Which  way  did  he  go  ? " 

Never  for  a  moment  was  Philip  Thornton  in 
the  slightest  doubt.  He  had  rather  suffer  death 
a  thousand  times  than  betray  his  friend.     He 
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pressed  his  lip,  together  tightly,  «d  closed  his 

It  was  the  story-teller,  stiU  upon  the  platform 
who  spoke  again,  like  some  relentless  orLe. 

V"'  *  tlirough  the  kitchen,"  he  de- 

cWed    "one  foUowing  the  other.      The   spy 
m^e  h«  escape  from  the  back  of  the  house." 

folitl^"**  ""/*f^-  ""Jfing  h«  z«ptiehs  to 
follow  h.m,  and  to  bring  Philip  with  them  and 

«  many  lamps  as  they  could  find,  left  the  room 
•n  the  (>reatest  haste. 

It  was  during  the  next  few  minutes   that 
PhU,p  suffered  the  greatest  suspense  he  ever 

Zt:f,\'':  "'"     ^'»''  ""^  """J'  bo^d 

side  of  h,m,  he  witnessed  a  well^rdered  and 
systematic  search  for  traces  of  the  Bulgarian 

trJ' 

In  such  a  situation,  seconds  pass  like  minutes 
and  mmutes  seem  drawn  out  to  hours.  Soml' 
tm,es  a  ^ptieh,  lantern  in  hand,  passed  so  Te 
to  the  place  where  he  had  hidden  the  spy's 
dispatches  that  he  could  actually  see  the  litUe 
cross  he  had  made  upon  the  brick.  Whtne^^ 
any  one  of  them  went  near  to  the  shrubs  that  Ud 
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the  mouth  of  the  well,  the  young  Englishman 
went  hot  and  cold  by  turns.  It  was  the  captain 
hunself  who  was  the  first  to  find  a  clue. 

«  Here ! "  he  cried.     "  Come  here  I " 

The  gendarmes  rushed  to  their  captain's  side, 
dragging  Philip  with  them ;  so  that,  at  last,  the 
whole  party,  including  the  Turks  who  had  been 
present  in  the  caf^  and  Haji  Bagdadi  himself, 
was  gathered  around  the  well. 

"  These  bushes,"  said  the  captain,  "  have  been 
trampled  down  within  the  last  few  minutes. 
See  here,"  he  cried,  thrusting  a  piece  of  broken 
wood  into  the  light  of  a  lantern.  "  This  has 
only  just  been  broken.  It  is  wet  with  sap. 
Come,  lend  a  lantern." 

Fe  took  a  lantern  from  one  of  his  men,  and 
held  it  before  him.  Then,  for  the  first  time, 
he  saw  the  well,  and  let  out  a  shout  of  triumph. 

"  He  is  in  there !  "  he  cried.  «  Stand  by ;  and 
be  ready  to  fire.  These  Bulgars  do  not  die 
without  a  fight." 

The  captain  went  to  the  edge  of  the  well, 
and  looked  over.  Philip's  heart  was  in  his 
mouth,  as  he  waited  for  the  shot  that  was  to 
lay  Boris  Petroff  low.  For  some  reason,  he 
then  thought  of  Alma. 
Time  hung  heavily.     Since  nothing  happened. 
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it  seemed  an  eternity  of  waitir.  ? ;  and  by  degrees 
the  circle  drew  nearer  and  nearer  to  the  mouth 
of  the  well,  until,  at  last.  Philip  himself  was 
standmg  on  the  brink. 

A  lantern  was  lowered  on  a  string,  so  that 
the  well  was  illumined.  When  Philip  looked 
down,  he  could  not  at  first  believe  the  evidence 
of  his  eyes-for  the  spy  was  no  longer  there. 
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CHAPTER  VIII 

THE  COURT-MARTIAL 

The  zaptiehs  moved  away  from  the  well  in  none 
of  the  best  of  tempers.     Assuredly,  it  would 
have  gone  ill  with  Boris  had  he  been  discovered 
then.     The  captain,  who  tugged  fiercely  at  the 
ends  of  his  moustache,  gave  orders  that  Philip 
was  to  be  conducted  back  to  the  cafd,  where  he 
was  to  be  detained,  whilst  the  search  continued. 
In  the  saloon,  Philip  found  himself  an  object 
of  much  interest  to  the  customers  from  whom 
he  had  been  in  the  habit  of  receiving  orders. 
Bagdadi  himself  was  still  under  the  impression 
that  the  zaptiehs  had  been  deceived.     He  was 
perfectly  sure  in  his  mind  that  Philip  was  a 
Kizilbashi,  a  loyal  subject  of  the  Sultan,  and  no 
more  a  Bulgarian  spy  than  himself.     However 
unfortunately  for  Philip,  the  matter  was  not  in 
the  Haji's  hands.     There  was  small  reason  to 
believe  that  the  captain  would  prove  so  utterly 
void  of  suspicion. 

The  zaptiehs  took  every  precaution  that  their 
prisoner  should  not  escape.     Though   Philip's 
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hands  were  bound  behind  his  back,  they  tied 
him  fast  to  one  of  the  posts  tha :  supported  the 
roof.  And  when  they  had  done  that,  they 
seated  themselves  at  a  table,  w^'i  their  loaded 
rifles  in  their  hands,  and  after  the  mangier  of 
soldiers  when  martial  law  is  proclaimed,  ordered 
the  Haji  to  bring  them  coffee,  and  to  look  sharp 
about  it. 

For  nearly  four  hours,  Philip  Thornton  was 
left  to  his  thoughts,  and  these  were  by  no  means 
pleasant.  During  that  eventful  evening — the 
evening  of  the  seventeenth  of  October— so  many 
startling  events  had  happened  in  such  rapid 
succession  that  it  was  impossible  to  say  which 
of  these  was  disconnected  and  independent,  or 
whether  they  were  all  as  so  many  links  in  the 
same  long  chain  of  incident. 

In  the  first  place,  who  were  the  men  who, 
before  the  arrival  of  the  zaptiehs,  had  approached 
the  house  by  way  of  the  ruins  at  the  back  ;  and 
why  was  it  that  the  figure  of  one  of  these,  as 
seen  before  the  light  in  the  open  doorway,  had 
seemed  familiar?  Above  all,  how  was  it  that 
Boris  had  succeeded  in  making  his  escape  ?  The 
whole  thing  had  been  managed  without  a  sound. 
There  had  been  no  shot ;  there  had  been  no  cry 
for  help.     From  this  it  appeared  likely  that  the 
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men  who  had  been  seer  creeping  stealthily 
among  the  ruins  were  the  friends  of  the  young 
Bulgarian  spy. 

The  clock  in  the  saloon  had  struck  the  hour 
of  two  before  the  captain  and  his  zaptiehs  re- 
turned. They  had  carried  their  search  into  the 
remoter  parts  of  the  city;  but  neither  trace  nor 
news  of  the  Bulgar  had  been  found. 

The  captain  was  furious.  His  eyes  were 
bloodshot.  His  moustache  positively  bristled 
like  the  whiskers  of  a  cat. 

"The  fox  has  escaped,"  cried  he  to  Philip, 
striding  down  the  room  with  his  drawn  sword  in 
his  hand.  "  I  advise  you  to  tell  us  what  you 
know." 

"  Sir,"  said  Philip,  "  I  will  speak  the  truth." 

"  Good  1 "  said  the  captain,  seating  himself  in 
a  chair  and  thrusting  both  legs  forward. 

Philip  looked  the  captain  straight  in  the  eyes, 
and  spoke  as  man  to  man. 

"  I  swear  to  you,"  said  he,  "  that  I  am  no 
Bulgarian  spy.  I  own,  however,  that  I  am  the 
friend  of  the  man  you  mention.  As  to  where 
he  has  gone,  or  where  he  is  now  hiding,  I  am 
quite  unable  to  tell  ycu.  That  is  all  I  have  to 
say." 

"And  that  is  less  than  I  believe,"  said  the 
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captain,  bringing  down  his  fist  upon  the  table. 
"  A  Bulgar  spy  you  are,  for  you  were  seen  to 
show  the  man  a  way  of  escape.     A  Kizilbashi, 
are  you?"  he  cried,  rising  quieklv  to  his  feet 
"A  Redhead?    What  is  this?" 

As  he  uttered  these  last  words,  he  seized  the 
false  moustache  which,  following  the  instructions 
of  Velian,  the  Greek,  Philip  had  glued  to  his 
upper  lip,  and  with  a  wrench  he  pulled  it  away 
Philip  was  unable  to  offer  the  slightest  resist- 
ance.    He  could  only  stand  still  and  allow  his 
identity  to  be  exposed.     When   Bagdadi.  the 
fat  Syrian  proprietor  of  the  cafe,  saw  what  had 
happened,  he  staggered  backward  as  though  he 
had  been  struck. 

The  captain,   bursting    into    a    loud    laugh 
turned  to  his  men,  * 

"  Search  him,"  said  he.    "  Turn  out  the  rascal's 
pockets." 

The  order  was  instantly  obeyed.    First,  the 
revolver  was  produced. 

"That's  a  good  weapon,"  said  the  captain,  in 
the  critical  tone  of  an  expert.    "  English-made 
I  would  like  to  know  how  such  a  revolver  as 
this  came  into  the  hands  of  a  Kizilbashi  from 
Angora  ? " 

One  of  the  zaptiehs  then  discovered  Philip's 
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money-belt;  and  this  was  handed  over  to  the 
captain. 

"This  is  wealth,  indeed,"  said  the   officer, 
lifting  his  eyebrows  high.      "I   should    think 
there  are  very  few  horse  dealers  in  Anatolia 
as  wealthy  as    this.      Once    again,   these    are 
English—English  sovereigns  —  negotiable  coins 
from  one  end  of  the  world  to  the  other." 
••  1  am  an  Englishman,"  said  Philip  simply. 
"  First,  you  are  a  Kizilbashi,"  said  the  captain ; 
"then,  you  are  an  Englishman ;  next,  I  suppose, 
you  will  be  a  Chinese,  or  a  Dervish.     For  my- 
self, I  prefer  to  look  upon  you  as  a  Bulgar  spy. 
What's  this  ? "  said  he,  as  Philip's  pocket-book 
was  given  into  his  hands. 
Philip  now  blushed  scarlet. 
"  I  must  tell  you,  sir,"  said  he,  « there  is  a 
letter  there  which  is  purely  private  in  nature." 

"  Private  I "  cried  the  captain.  "  Pooh,  there 
is  no  such  thing  in  war  I  Let  us  see  what  this 
pocket-book  contains." 

He  first  produced  the  receipt,  signed  by  the 
officer  of  the  Remount  Department,  for  the 
two  horses  which  Philip  had  disposed  of  a  few 
days  before. 

•  You  do  things  thoroughly,"  said  the  captain, 
with  a  grunt.    He  then  produced  a  letter  in  a 
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Int"i"„H  I'.""'-'^""*  "'"•  •  Bulg,ri«,  sump 
on  It  and  the  post-mark  of  Sofia 

Sr,  r/  °'I.™'"»'"»««'  "idence  which 
Ph.l.p  re,I,«rf  was  being  lorged  by  Fate,  to  hurl 
h.m  mto  the  fulsome  depths  of  some  Turkish 

.„  sT'  i .    "7*  ""  ^"""f  Englishman's  stay 

n  Soha.  Alma  1  etroff  had  devoted  some  of  the 

l.tt  e  t  me  she  bad  to  spare  to  teaching  bim 

Bulgarian.     Whilst  Philip  was  in  AdriLpi™ 

several  letters  h.d  passed  between  them;   Tnd 

h,s  which  had  been  received  the  day  before  he 

efl  Adnanople  for  Mustafa  Pasha,  was  written 

■n  Cyr,U,a„  characters.    The  captain  of  Mptiehs 

whounderstoodBulgarian.readtheletterthrough,' 
from  start  to  end.  * 

"  1  think,  we  have  sufficient  evidence  already," 
sa.d  be,  "  to  settle  your  account.  You  were 
seen  to  aid  a  Bulgaria,  to  escape.  You  are 
both  disgmsed  and  armed,  and  have  been  carry- 
mg  upon  your  person  a  considerable  sum  of 
money.  Also,  it  appears,  you  have  a  sweetheart 
m  Soha.  And  as  for  this."  he  cried  in  a  loud 
vo.ce.  h.s  eyes  opening  wide  «,  he  beheld  the 
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He  handled  the  camera  almost  tenderly ;  and 
by  the  way  in  which  he  opened  and  closed  it, 
unscrewed  the  lense.  and  rolled  up  the  spool, 
it  was  evident  he  had  some  knowledge  of 
photography. 

"  An  excellent  machine,"  said  he.  "  Purchased 
in  Sofia.  A  spool  of  twelve  films,  six  of  which 
have  been  exposed.  What  have  we  here  ? "  He 
drew  out  from  the  platform  of  the  camera  a 
small  writing  tablet,  on  which  certain  notes  had 
been  made  in  pencil.  "Obviously,"  said  he, 
"this  is  a  record  of  the  exposed  films.  The 
writing  is  Bulgarian." 

He  then  read  aloud  as  follows : 

"1.  The  approach  to   Yildiz   Fart,  southern 
face. 

2.  Wire  entanglement,  ditto. 

3.  Forty-ton  gnn,  Kavkas  Fart. 

4.  Outer  defences,  ditto. 

5.  Landmark  to  guide   line -of -attack    on 

Top  Yolu. 

6.  Glacis,  outer  ditch   and  parapet:    Top 

Yolu." 

The  captain  rose  to  his  feet. 

"  That  evidence,"  said  he,  "  would  hang  the 
Caliph." 
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There  was  some  delay  before  the  police  left  the 
cafd.  whilst  the  room  in  which  Philip  had  slept 
during  the  last  few  days  was  searched.  Then 
since  no  further  evidence  was  forthcoming,  and 
the  captain  was  anxious  to  be  gone,  the  zaptiehs 
left  m  a  body,  taking  with  them  Philip  Thornton 
a  prisoner,  his  hands  bound  behind  his  back. 

Ihey  had  not  gone  ten  yards  before  one  and 
all-the  captain,  his  men  and  even  the  prisoner 
himself-came.  on  a  sudden,  to  a  standstill. 
Ihey  stood  ngid  and  attentive,  straining  their 
ears  with  their  faces  turned  to  the  north- 
west. 

Far  away,  in  the  direction  of  Mustafa  Pasha 
guns  were  growling  in  the  night.     The  Bulgars 
were  streaming  through  the  mountain  passes 
upon  the  rich  fields  of  Thrace. 

"  Forward ! "  cried  the  captain  of  the  zaptiehs. 
Like  an  old  war  horse,  he  scented  blood,  and 
ills  voice  was  clearer  than  before. 

As  they  passed  through  the  narrow  streets, 
the  supposed  Bulgarian  spy  was  subjected  to 
the  most  violent  insults  from  the  mob.  Thouirh 
It  was  now  three  o'clock  in  the  morning,  many 
people  were  abroad.    The  city  was  in  an  uproar"! 

i>h  TT"u  "'''  ^*^"^-     ^^^  °'»»^*  echoed 
with  the  throbbing  of  drums,  and  strains  of 
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martial  music  filled  the  air,  as  regiment  after 
regiment  marched  out  from  barracks  to  the  out- 
post line  on  the  northern  side  of  the  town. 

The  morning  was  bitterly  cold  and  dark. 
Not  a  star  was  visible  in  the  sky.  A  wind  was 
blowing  from  the  north-east  that  felt  like  rain. 
Philip  had  a  recollection  of  passing  a  guard- 
house, where  a  brief  conversation  took  place 
between  the  captain  of  police  and  the  non- 
commissioned officer  in  charge  of  the  guard, 
at  the  end  of  which  the  prisoner  was  cast  neck 
and  crop  into  a  smaU  cell,  not  more  than  three 
yards  across. 

Here,  Philip  remained  for  nearly  three  days, 
during  which  period  food  of  the  most  coarse 
description  and  water  were  brought  to  him  at 
intervals.  There  was  no  possible  means  of 
escape.  His  bed  was  nothing  but  a  bare  plank, 
raised  about  two  feet  above  the  level  of  the 
floor,  upon  which  was,  at  least,  an  inch  of 
water.  There  was  no  air  in  the  place,  save 
that  which  found  ingress  through  the  cracks 
m  the  heavy  door.  The  ceU  was  at  once  cold 
and  stuffy. 

At  last,  the  door  was  opened,  and  a  sergeant, 
who  was  followed  by  six  Turkish  soldiers,  made 
his  appearance. 
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"Follow  me."  said  he;  and  before  Philip  had 
time  to  obey,  he  was  seized  by  the  scruff  of  the 
neck,  and  bundled  out  of  the  room. 

The  prisoner  was  conducted  between  fixed 
bayonets  across  a  barrack  square,  where  there 
was  no  one  but  a  solitary  sentry,  leaning  upon 
his  rifle  in  front  of  a  dilapidated  sentry-box 
It  was  again  night,  and  though  there  was  no 
moon.  It  seemed  quite  light  to  Philip,  whose 
eyes  had  grown  accustomed  to  the  impenetrable 
blackness  of  his  prison.     On  the  other  side  of 
the    square  was  a   long,  one-storied   buUding, 
several  windo-  3  of  which  were  illumined.    At 
the  door  stood  an  orderly,  who  laughed  as  the 
prisoner  passed. 

A  moment  later,  Philip  found  himself  in  a 
long,  narrow  room,  at  the  further  end  of  which 
there  was  a  table,  covered  with  books,  papers, 
and  writing  materials.  At  the  table  sat  three 
Turkish  officers-the  middle  one  an  elderly  man 
with  grey  hair  and  a  grey  beard  and  moustache. 
On  a  small  table,  by  the  side  of  the  larger  one 
were  Alma  Petroffs  letter.  Philip's  revolver.' 
the  receipt  for  the  two  horses,  and  the  camera 
and  films. 

It  is  unnecessary  to  enter  at  length  into  the 
detaUs  of  the  court-martial  that  foUowed.     In 
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time  of  war,  in  all  civilised  countries,  a  court- 
martial  can  be  convened  with  special  powers  to 
deal  summarily  with  prisoners.  When  the  in- 
vading armies  are  thundering  at  the  city  gates, 
it  is  no  time  for  niceties  and  the  little  exactitudes 
of  law. 

To  the  charge  of  being  a  Bulgarian  spy  Philip 
pleaded  "Not  Guilty."  He  protested  that  he 
was  an  Englishman,  and  had  the  right  to  appeal 
to  his  consul.  At  that  he  was  asked  why  he 
had  disguised  himself  as  a  Kizilbashi.  Also, 
why  had  he  rendered  assistance  to  one  of  the 
enemy  ?  The  president  of  the  court  said  that 
the  maximum  penalty,  both  for  espionage  and 
for  rendering  aid  to  the  enemy,  was  death.  But, 
if  the  prisoner  was  not  a  spy  himself,  how  did 
he  account  for  the  fact  that  photographs  of 
Adrianople  had  been  found  upon  his  person? 
If  he  was  not  a  spy,  why  had  he  been  at  pains 
to  select  a  suitable  line  of  attack  upon  the 
eastern  sector  of  forts  ? 

To  these  questions,  Philip  could  only  answer 
the  truth,  and  there  are  times  when  the  bald 
truth  seems  pitifuUy  weak.  The  statement  he 
made  in  his  own  defence  was  not  believed.  The 
court  would  listen  to  no  tales  of  gipsy  murderers 
of  English  travellers.     The  president  ordered 
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the  escort  to  march  out  the  prisoner,  whilst  the 
sentence  was  considered. 

PhUip  was  not  absent  from  the  room  for 
longer  than  five  minutes.  When  the  prisoner  and 
escort  were  again  drawn  up  before  the  table,  the 
grey-headed  president  rose  slowly  to  his  feet 

"  The  court  finds  the  prisoner  guUty,"  said 
he.  m  measured  tones.  « He  is  sentenced  to 
be  shot." 

A  thousand  thoughts  flew  like  rockets  through 
Phihp  Thornton's  brain.     He  remembered  his 
uncle ;   he  thought  of  Ahna  Petroff.  of  Boris 
«id  even  of  Haji  Bagdadi.    Also,  he  remembered 
Barco,  and  his  old  school;  and  in  some  strange 
way  these  two  seemed  linked  together.    Barco  I 
The  man  who  had  jumped  up  at  his  feet,  whose 
figure  he  had  seen  in  front  of  the  light  of  the 
opened   doorway  of  the    caf^.  was  Barco.  the 
gipsy,  who  had  killed  his  uncle !    He  was  so 
sure  of  it  that   he   was   amazed   at   his   own 
stupidity  that  he  had  not  thought  of  it  before 
Stui.  It  was  strange  that  he  should  have  remem- 
bered at  a  time  when  his  brain  seemed  numbed 
by  the  truth  that  had  been  hurled  upon  him 
like  a  thunderbolt-that    he  was   to  be  shot 
as  a  Bulgar  spy. 

The  president,  leaning  across  the  table,  struck 
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a  match,  and  calmly  lighted  a  cigarette.  The«i 
he  gave  orders  to  the  commander  of  the  escort 
that  the  sentence  was  to  be  carried  out  at 
daybreak  that  very  day,  as  soon  as  the  proceed- 
ings had  been  signed  by  the  Governor. 

As  Philip  crossed  the  barrack  square  once 
more,  between  the  bayonets  of  the  soldiers,  he 
heard  a  clock  in  the  neighbourhood  strike  ten. 
He  was  to  be  shot  at  daybreak.  Daybreak, 
he  supposed,  was  at  six  o'clock.  He  had  there- 
fore only  eight  hours  in  which  to  live. 

Such  a  thought  is  not  enlivening.  However, 
as  often  as  not,  the  face  of  death  appears  more 
grim  and  terrible  from  a  distance  than  when 
viewed  from  near  at  hand.  Philip  was  able 
to  find  satisfaction  in  the  thought  that,  at 
least,  he  had  been  loyal  to  his  friend.  He 
had  done  what  he  could  to  save  Boris,  and  he 
had  succeeded.  It  was  he  himself  who  was 
lost. 

How  time  passed  in  his  cell,  he  never  knew. 
For  some  minutes  he  prayed,  kneeling  in  the 
wet.  Then  he  asked  the  sergeant  of  the  guard 
for  permission  to  write  a  letter  to  his  friends  in 
England,  and  his  request  was  promptly  refused. 
He  had  neither  mother  nor  father,  but  he  had 
been  brought  up  by  an  aimt,  who  was  very 
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dear  to  him;  and  he  would  have  liked  to  have 
let  her  know  of  the  fate  that  was  his. 

After  a  time,  he  found  it  impossible  to  sit 
stUL  He  got  to  his  feet,  and  paced  the  cell 
for— what  seemed  to  him— eternity.  He  was 
convmced  that  it  was  daylight. 

He  listened  at  the  door.'  and  could  hear 
nothmg.  By  now  the  silence  and  the  darkness 
were  almost  unbearable.  He  even  longed  for 
the  soldiers  to  come  and  take  him  away  to  die 

At  last,  there  came  the  sound  of  footsteps  in 
the  passage  without.  A  narrow  shaft  of  li^ht 
from  a  lantern  crept  slowly  under  the  door  He 
heard  voices;  and  then  a  key  was  thrust  into 
the  lock,  and  the  door  was  thrown  back. 

Philip  was  at  first  blinded  by  the  light      He 
could  see  nothing  but  the  tall  figure  of  a  man 
who  was  wrapped  about  in  a  cloak.     Gradually 
in  a  kmd  of  haze,  he  made  out,  feature   by 
feature,  the  stem  face  of  Yildirim  Bey 
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THE  DOGS  OF  WAR 

YiLDiRiM  Bey  drew  close  to  Philip,  and  looked 
him  steadfastly  in  the  face. 

"Be  so  good  as  to  follow  me,"  said  he, 
turning  sharply  on  his  heel. 

Philip  Thornton  obeyed,  not  yet  able  to 
realise  the  full  significance  of  what  had  happened. 
His  fortunes,  it  seemed,  changed  so  rapidly, 
events  befell  in  such  startling  and  bewildering 
succession,  that  it  was  difficult  indeed  to  keep 
abreast  of  Fate. 

The  guards  made  way  for  him,  as  he  followed 
Yildirim  along  the  passage,  up  a  short  and  narrow 
flight  of  steps,  and  across  the  barrack  square. 
It  was  dawn— a  cold,  cloudy  sunrise,  black  over- 
head, with  a  great  arc  of  silver-grey  above  the 
eastern  sky-line.  The  muffled  sentry  at  the  main 
gate  presented  arms  as  the  Bey  passed,  and 
soon  after,  Philip  found  himself  in  one  of  the 
principal  streets. 

Presently,  they  came  to  Yildirim's  house, 
which    Philip   recognised   at  once.     The  Bey 
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'^\*  ''7  *°'"  !■"  P""'"^-  oP^ed  the  door, 
«.d  led  the  w.y  ,„to  the  room  where  he  hj 
mtemewed  Philip  »«,„  ^  hj,  ,,j„^  ^ 
Adnanople. 

"  Pray  be  seated,"  s«d  he.  He  then  ordered 
«.  «ttend«,t  who  made  his  appearance  at  that 
moment,  to  bring  eoffee  and  cigarettes.  During 
the  mtenral  that  elapsed  before  the  man  returned 
Yildinm  sat  ,n  sUence,  drumming  with  his 
fingers  on  the  Uble. 

sJ?*"^."*  "^^  *'■'"«'  """'  ^''  »'"«nes'." 
said  he,  when  at  last  they  were  alone;  "there 

are  m„y  things  which  I  .m  wholly  unable  to 

understand     Why  should  you_an  EnglishLn 

a  KizJbas..  horse-dealer?  Why  should  you 
serve  as  a  menial  attendant  in  a  third-class  cafe 
m  the  poorer  part  of  the  town  ? " 

"Before  I  answer  that,"  said  Philip,  -it 
would  be  some  relief  to  me  to  know  whether 
or  not  I  am  to  die." 

Late  last  night,  the  p«>cecdings  of  the  courf- 
marfal  «^e  to  Shukri  Pasha  to  be  signed 
and  confirmed.  The  .exhibits,'  p^duccf  i„ 
evidence  agamst  you  were  also  forwaried  for 
the  Governor  to  inspect  at  leisure.    Fortunately 
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for  you.  I  happen  to  be  a  member  of  the  General 
Staff.  I  took  the  liberty  of  reading  a  letter 
addressed  to  you  by  a  certein  Bulgarian  lady 
From  that  letter.  I  had  no  doubt  that  the 
prisoner  was  yourself.  If  you  remember  rightly. 
I  passed  you  in  the  streets  a  few  weeks  ago 
I  recognised  you  at  once.  I  was  convinced 
you  were  mnocent  of  the  charge. 

"I  explained  matters  to  the  Pasha.     I  said 
that    you    were    the   nephew   of   Sir    Charles 
Thornton,    the    scientist,    that    you    were    an 
Englishman  with  influential  frionds  in  London 
and  that,  if  you  were  put  to  death,  questions 
might  be  asked     You   must  understand  that 
this  would  not  have  saved  you.     The  evidence 
against  you  was  too  strong.     I  was  obliged  to 
use  all  my  influence  with  the  Governor  to  aUow 
me  to  see  you  in  prison.     The  moment  I   set 
eyes  upon  you,  I  recognised  you ;  and  if  you 
can  give  me  a  satisfactory  explanation  for  your 
conduct.  I  am  empowered  to  set  you  free." 

Philip  drained  his  cup  of  coffee.  He  felt 
faint  and  tired,  and  the  coffee  seemed  to  revive 
his  strength.  After  prison  fare,  he  thought 
It  the  greatest  luxury  he  had  ever  tasted. 

"  It  IS  a  long  story,"  said  he.  «  I  propose  to 
tell  you  the  truth." 

I 
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He  then  related  the  whole  narrative  of  his 
adventures,  from  the  time  he  arrived  in  Bulgaria. 
He  described  the  murder  of  his  uncle  and  the 
scene  in  the  forest  on  that  fateful  night;    he 
laid  stress  upon  his  friendship  with  Boris,  and 
even  mentioned  the  affection  he  had  for  Alma. 
He  said  that  it  was  solely  with  the  idea  of 
coming  face  to  face  with  Barco,  and  avenging 
his  uncle's  death,  that  he  had  disguised  himself 
and  taken  service  under  Haji  Bagdadi  in  the 
Caf(^  of  the  Five  Nations.     Thither  Boris  Petroff 
had  come  to  him,  wounded,  hard  pressed   by 
zaptiehs,   in    the  hour  of   need.     The  ties  of 
friendship   were  strong;   and  Philip  confessed 
that  he  had  helped  the  spy  to  escape.     He  had 
hidden  him  in  a  plrce  of  safety,  whence  he  had 
most    miraculously    disappeared.      Where    the 
Bulgarian  h      gone,  what  had  become  of  him, 
Philip  was  . .  ■  able  to  say ;  though  he  was  inclined 
to  think  that  he  had  fallen  into  the  hands  of 
the  gipsies. 

"  That  is  to  say,"  said  Yildirim,  sending  a 
puff  of  smoke  into  the  air,  "  that  he  is  dead. 
The  gipsies  have  cut  his  throat;  which  is  the 
same  thing,  as  far  as  Turkey  is  concerned,  as 
being  shot  as  a  spy.  You  may  take  it  from  me, 
your  friend,  who  is  a  bitter  enemy  to  Turkey, 
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is  no  longer  in  the  land  of  the  livmg.  On 
personal  grounds,  I  condole  with  you.  As  a 
Turk,  I  am  delighted  at  the  information." 

"And  my  fate?"   asked  Philip.    "What  U 
that  to  be?" 

Yildirim  made  rings    of  tobacco  smoke  in 
the  air. 

"  1  will  let  you  go,"  he  answered,  «  provided 
you  leave  the  city  within  two  hours.     If  you 
return,  you  do  so  at  your  own  risk.     I  refuse 
to  protect  you  any  longer.     You  cannot  blame 
me  for  that,"  he  added,  with  a  smile  that  was 
altogether  charming. 
"  I  feel  nothing  but  gratitude,"  said  Philip. 
"Your  uncle,"  said   Yildirim,  "was  a  man 
that  I  esteemed." 

He  went  to  a  cupboard,  opened  it,  and  threw 
Philip's  belt  upon  the  table. 

"There,"  said  he,  "and  when  you  get  back 
to  England,  I  should  not  like  you  to  say  that 
the  Turks  robbed  you.  And  here  is  a  letter 
you  may  have  a  wish  to  keep.  You  must 
forgive  me  for  reading  its  contents.  I  was  in 
duty  bound  to  do  so."  So  saying,  he  handed 
Phihp  the  letter  he  had  received  from  Alma. 
"  Where  am  I  to  go  ?  "  asked  Philip. 
Yildirim  shrugged  his  shoulders. 
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"If  you  tried  to  get  to  Constantinople  by 
train,"  he  answered,  -you  would  probably  not 
succeed.    Very  serious  fighting  is  taking  place 
in  the  neighbourhood  of  Kirk   Kilisse.      From 
intelligence    just     received,    it     appears     our 
troops  have  failed  to  arrest  the  Bulgarian  ad- 
vance, and    are  falling   back  upon   Baba  Eski 
and  Lule  Burgas.     This  city  may  be  cut  off  at 
any  moment.     For  myself,  I  would  like  you  to 
get    out    of   Turkey    as    quickly  as    pc«sible. 
Adrianople  is  not  far  from  the  Bulgarian  frontier. 
You  will  find  it  a  saving  of  time  to  walk.     In- 
deed, it  will  be  useless  for  you  to  endeavour  to 
procure  means  of  transport.    Horses  are  valuable 
in    time  of  war.     Though  1  had  the  greatest 
respect  for  your  uncle.  I  desire  nothing  better 
than  to  see  your  back.     You  must  pardon  me 
for  my  rudeness." 

A  few  minutes  later,  Philip  wished  good-bye 
to  this  courteous  and  gallant  soldier,  who  had 
been  instrumental  in  saving  his  life.  He  left 
the  town  by  the  road  which  runs  parallel 
to  the  Maritza,  and  which  goes  to  Mustafa 
Pasha. 

At  that  early  hour,  few  people  were  abroad, 
though  even  then  several  families  were  coming 
into  the  city  in  bullock-carts  loaded  with  their 
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belongings.  Evidently,  during  the  days  he  had 
spent  in  prison,  it  had  been  raining  hard,  for 
the  main  roads  were  ankle-deep  in  mud,  and  the 
by-ways  quagmires. 

When  the  sun  came  out  and  flooded  the 
vaUey  with  its  light,  a  thick  mist  arose  upon 
the  slopes  of  the  hills  and  made  it  impossible  to 
see  for  any  distance.  It  was  then  that  Philip 
was  overcome  by  a  feeling  of  faintness,  due,  no 
doubt,  to  the  hardsuips  he  liad  suffered.  For 
some  minutes  he  was  obliged  to  sit  down  by 
the  side  of  the  road ;  and  while  he  was  there, 
he  witnessed  some  strange  xamples  of  the 
panic  which  even  now  was  spreading  like  wild- 
fire over  Macedonia  and  Thrace 

Fugitives  — for  the  most  part  Bulgarians, 
Armenians,  and  (.reeks— were  leaving  Adria- 
nople  from  the  north  whereas  others— Turkish 
families  fleeing  from  the  Bulgars— were  seeking 
safety  in  the  i^rcat  fi  rtress.  on  the  eve  of  a 
famous  sieg^. 

One  and  all,  these  people  looked  like  hunted 
beasts.  Tl  men  cracked  their  whips  above 
the  toil  ng  oxen;  women,  pale  and  frighter.  -d, 
waH.d  knee-deep  in  the  mire;  whilst  little 
chUdr^n,  seated  in  the  carts  upon  pUes  of 
baggage,  cried  continuaUy  for  food.     This  was 
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the  first  time  that  PhiUp  set  eyes  upon  the 
desolation  and  confusion  which  are  the  in- 
evitable consequences  of  war.  It  did  not  re- 
quire the  experience  of  an  old  campaigner  to 
know  that  the  dogs  of  war  were  loose. 

A  regiment  of  redifs  passed  him  on  the  road, 
moving  to  the  north.  They  were  singing  as 
they  marched.  Even  then,  they  seemed  con- 
fident of  victory.  And  hardly  had  the  sound  of 
their  singing  died  away  in  the  distance,  and  the 
strains  of  their  music  and  the  beating  of  the 
drums,  than  another  regiment  came  south, 
which  was  a  regiment  only  in  name. 

The  ranks   were    broken.     The  men,  mud- 
stained    and   weary,  looked    half-starved,   and 
dragged  themselves  forward  with  difficulty  and 
pain.     Many  were  wounded,  and  blood-stained 
bandages  were  bound  about  their  limbs.      In 
their    wake   came    buUock-carts,    loaded   with 
wounded,  and  as   these   went  by,   Philip   saw 
faces  that  he  wiU  never  forget— faces  hideously 
contorted  in  agony,  or  shattered  and  disfigured 
by  wounds.    The  groans  of   these  men  were 
heart-breaking,  as  the    wagons  jolted  on    the 
road. 

Philip   got  to  his  feet  and  walked  on.     He 
continued  on  his  way  untU  the  afternoon  was 
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far   advanced.    By  then,  the    houses    by  the 
roadside  were  all  deserted. 

At  last,  he  felt  that  he  could  go  no  farther 
without  food.  Cost  what  it  might,  he  would 
obtain  something  to  eat.  He  left  the  road,  and 
climbed  to  the  top  of  a  high  hill  to  the  east, 
whence  he  was  able  to  obtain  an  extensive  view 
of  the  country— for,  by  now,  the  mist  had 
lifted. 

All  about  him  were  vast,  rolling  downs.  The 
wind  was  from  the  east,  and  there  came  to  his 
ears,  like  the  sound  of  far-distant  thunder,  the 
booming  of  heavy  guns.  It  seemed  strange  to 
him,  as  he  listened,  that  over  yonder,  in  the 
dire(  tion  of  Kirk  Kilisse,  brave  men  were  being 
killed  like  sheep,  because  the  Sublime  Porte 
did  not  understand  the  art  of  government,  and 
"  Macedonia  "  must  be  avenged. 

The  firing  grew  heavier  and  heavier,  until,  at 
last,  it  was  like  one  long,  continuous  peal  of 
thunder.  There  was  nothing  to  be  seen  above 
the  bleak  and  lonely  uplands  to  the  east  but 
a  bank  of  clouds,  menacingly  black. 

It  is  strange  that  a  man  can  think  of  his  own 
small  comforts  when  such  prodigious  happenings 
are  in  progress.  The  fact  that  hundreds  were 
giving  up  their  lives  in  the  trenches  at  Kirk 
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h^  ^i  "°*   "•^'    ^"""P    Tho^ton    less 

"d  .t  1.S,  discei^ed  .  smjl  house,  f„  i„  the 

*s^«.  f».  which  .  eolunu.  of  s„oke  w« 

Setting  out  in  this  direction,  weak  md  &i„t 

«t  the  house.  It  was  inhabited  by  a  Greek 
&om  whom  he  purchased  a  jug  of  goafs  milk' 
«d  some  rye  b„ad.  To  his  surprit,  he  now 
fdt  d.«nchned  to  eat.  though  he  was  possessed 
by  a  ragmg  th»it  The  Greek,  seeing  ttat  his 
guest  was  seriously  iU.  m«Je  Phiiip^ij,  ^^ 
upon  a  b.d,  where  the  young  Englishml 
immediately  feU  fast  asleep.  8"«"»an 

For  ten  hours  PhiUp  lay  m  a  burning  fever 
Dunng  that  f  me  the  Greek  showed  him  every 
kmdncs.  It  was  not  untU  the  morning  of  the 
twenty-second  that  he  felt  able  to  conLe  on 
hBway.  He  h«l  no  precise  idea  as  to  whither 
he  was  gomg,  except  that  he  was  obeying  Yil- 
dmrnsorders-to  reach  the  Bulgarian  Lntier. 
Soon  after  midday,  he  was  following  a  narrow 
kne  some  distance  from,  and  running  pa.^^ 

MusUfaT  r"  *•""  ™"^  '"■"  ^""^'P'e  to 
Musuh  Pasha,  and  had  reached  an  eminence 

upon  which  was  a  laij^e,  cup^haped  windmill. 


THE  DOGS   OF   WAR  i87 

where  the  road  turned  sharply  to  the  west, 
when  he  beheld,  from  end  to  end  of  the  wide 
valley  at  his  feet,  a  sight  that  brought  him  to  a 
standstill. 

The  whole  Turkish  army,  which  had  lately 
held    the  frontier  fortress  of  Mustafa  Pasha, 
was  in  full  retreat.    To  the  south,  the  valley  was' 
dotted  with  smaU  figures,  crawling  like  ants 
upon  the  plain.     They  were  in  no  sort  of  mili- 
tary formation.     Each  man  seemed  possessed  of 
but  one  idea :  to  fly  where  there  was  safety  and 
food.      These   men  were    evidently  reservists, 
the  ill-trained,  ill-disciplined  troops  of  whom' 
YUdirim  had  spoken.    To  the  north,  the  army 
retired  in  gooa  order.     The  road  was  thronged 
with  long,  snake-like  columns,  followed  by  their 
baggage  trains  and  transport.     The  Turks  feU 
back  in  column  of  route,  their  bayonets  glisten- 
ing,  their    rear    protected,    still    confident    of 
ultimate  success.     It  was  a  retiring,  but  not  a 
defeated  force.     There,  in  the  valley,  was  still 
the  Unconquerable  Turk. 

Philip  was  too  amazed  at  what  he  saw  to 
continue  on  his  way.  Seating  himself  upon  the 
ground  he  witnessed  this  colossal,  moving 
spectacle,  and  saw  the  drama  played  out  to  its 
end. 
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Presently,  the  thunder  of  guns  burst  upon 
the  hills  a  few  miles  to  the  north.  As  time 
went  on,  the  firing  grew  louder  and  louder; 
until,  at  length,  before  the  rear  of  the  retiring 
army  was  two  miles  down  the  vaUey,  he  was 

able  to  see  flashes  of  fire,  and  to  hear  the  sharp 

rattle  of  musketry,  as  the  Bulgarian  advanced 

guard  pressed  upon  the  retreat. 

Then  were    seen    hu-ge    bodies    of  Turkish 

cavah-y,  gaUoping  in  haste  from  hiU  to  hill. 

Batteries  of  artUlery  came  southward  at  the  trot, 

unliinbered,  and  hurled  their  shell  to  the  north! 

By  then  the  action  extended  for  many  miles. 

both  to  the  east  and  to  the  west     Assuredly,' 

PhiUp    himself  would    be    enveloped    by   the 

attack. 

Thinking  it  advisable  not  to  occupy  so  promi- 
nent a  position,  he  ran  down  the  hUl,  and  took 
refuge  in  a  clump  of  trees  upon  the  banks  of  a 
narrow  stream.     Here  his  view  of  the  opera- 
tions was    more    limited,   but    the   noise  was 
deafening  in  his  ears.     He  was  evidently  be- 
tween the  firing  lines  of  the  opposing  forces. 
Shells  shrieked  and  hooted  overhead,  and  burst 
m  clouds  of  smoke  and  dust ;  bullets  whistled 
through  the  air,  and  cut  twigs  from  the  branches 
of  the  trees  that  came  fluttering  to  the  ground. 
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Then,  he  saw  to  the  west  a  long  line  of  cavalry- 
men, widely  extended,  moving  forward  at  the 
gallop.  One  of  these  passed  quite  close  to  him, 
and  he  saw  that  the  rider  was  a  Bulgarian. 
Then,  batteries  passed,  so  near  to  him  that  he 
could  hear  the  jingle  of  chains,  the  loud  shouts 
of  the  drivers  and  the  cracking  of  their  whips. 
One  battery  came  mto  action  by  the  windmill 
on  the  crest  of  the  hill  he  had  left.  And  then, 
the  fight  rolled  southward  like  a  wave. 

The  descent  of  the  Bulgarian  army  upon  the 
rich  fields  cf  Thrace  was  Uke  a  thunderbolt. 
King  Ferdinand's  men  came  through  the  moun- 
tain passes  in  three  columns,  and  hurled  their 
weight  upon  the  northern  fortresses  of  Kirk 
Kilisse  and  Mustafa  Pasha,  with  a  fury  that  was 
irresistible. 

The  Turks  were  overcome  by  the  suddenness, 
as  much  as  by  the  force,  of  these  colossal  blows. 
Mor-iover,  they  had  made  the  tal  mistake  of 
transporting  the  bulk  of  their  supplies  to  Kirk 
Kilisse,  before  the  Army  Corps  were  mobilised 
and  ready  to  take  the  field.  On  both  these 
occasions,  and  in  the  larger  engagements  that 
followed,  they  fought  with  the  heroism  that  has 
distinguished  their  nation  in  the  past.  At  first, 
they  were  defeated  by  superior  numbers.    Later, 
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thqr  wer.  defeated  by  their  own  eommi«rt.t 
•mngements  which  were  inrfequate  «,d  in- 
efficient,  «  YUdirim  h«l  f.„told.  Once  th^y 
l»d  Men  b«k  from  their  riv«.ced  positio  J 
they  were  pn^ticUly  never  Jlowed  .  halt,  or  a' 
d.ys  rest.  untU  the  Bulgarian  guns  could  be 
h«jrdf„„  the  wJIs  of  Constantinople.     Never 

The  Ott  '  '''""P  ^'"  "PO"  "•«  «»<»• 

the  Bul^rmn  cavaby  to  the    very  gates    „f 

Adr»nop  e     Even  after  dark  the  sound  of  the 

guns  could  still  be  heard,  driving  the  Turks 

back  upon  the  fortress.  =  juries 

At  about  ten  o'clock  at  night,  Philip  came 

upon  a  g,^at  bivouac,  where  «  army  wasT 

«mped.      He  was  stiU  i„  the  vaUey  of  the 

Mjmtza.     It  was  as  if  he  had  come  ti  a  place 

t1„r  "^  IK  "■"  •"  ^  "">  '»in«'tion     A 
thou^nd  hghts  were   burning  i„  the  night; 
and  he  could  see  figures  moving  to  and  fro 
between  the  fires.  •■"  iro. 

He  went  forward  in  haste,  stumbling  through 
the  mud,  and  before  long  he  was  ch^enged  by 
«  sentry.  He  answered  in  such  BulgaL.  i 
he  knew;  but,  since  he  was  unable  to  give  the 


THE   DOGS   OF  WAR  141 

countersign,  and  was  still  wearing  his  Turkish 
fez,  he  was  handed  over  to  a  guard,  who  had 
orders  to  conduct  him  to  the  colonel  of  the 
regiment  which  had  furnished  that  section  of  the 
piquet  line.  Philip's  relief  may  be  imagined 
when  he  recognised  in  this  colonel  one  of  Boris 
PetroflTs  friends,  whom  he  had  frequently  met 
in  the  officers'  club  in  Sofia. 


CHAPTER  X 

A  NIGHT  ATTACK 

No  sooner  had  Philip  made  known  his  identity, 
than  the  colonel  grasped  hin*  by  the  hand. 

"And  what  of  Petroff?"  he  cried.  "We 
have  no  news  of  him.  We  fear  that  he  is 
dead." 

Philip  answered  that  he  knew  nothing  definite ; 
and  it  was  then  that  the  colonel  noticed  how 
fatigued  he  was. 

"  You  want  food,"  said  he.  «  You  look  frozen. 
We  are  on  half  rations  ourselves ;  but  you  are 
welcome  to  whatever  we  can  find." 

So  saying,  he  led  the  way  to  a  place  where 
a  group  of  officers  was  seated  around  a  camp- 
fire,  which  burned  under  a  tarpaulin  spread  over 
two  transport  wagons.     PhUip  was  introduced 
i^ito  this  circle,  where  he  found  one  or  two  old 
friends.    The  night  was  piercingly  cold ;  a  strong 
wind  was  blowing  r .  oss  the  tableland  of  Thrace. 
He  was  too  glad  oi  the  warmth  of  the  fire  to 
care  much  for  the  smoke  which  hung  beneath 
the  tarpaulin  like  a  cloud. 

148 


A  NIGHT  ATTACK 


148 


They  gave  him  a  ftill  meal  of  ration  biscuits, 
tea,  and  tinned  meat,  and  offered  to  provide  him 
with  blankets,  horse-rugs,  and  a  waterproof  sheet. 
But,  before  he  could  think  of  going  to  sleep, 
they  had  news  for  him.  First,  however,  he  had 
to  relate  his  own  adventures. 

Philip  told  the  Bulgarians  much  the  same 
story  he  had  told  Yildirim  Bey.  They  listened 
in  silence,  in  wrapt  attention.  When  the  story 
was  ended,  they  had  no  comments  to  make, 
though  it  was  plain  by  their  demeanour  that 
they  appreciated  Philip's  gallantry  in  having 
saved  young  Petroffs  life. 

"To  tell  the  truth,"  said  the  colonel,  "you 
were  the  last  man  we  expected  to  see.  No 
doubt,  you  will  be  surprised  to  hear  there  is  a 
ransom  on  your  life." 

"  A  ransom ! "  cried  Philip. 

"Yes.  We  understood  that  you  had  fallen 
into  the  hands  of  bandits.  We  do  not  know 
the  full  details  of  the  matter,  as  we  only  heard 
by  chance  from  an  orderly  who  came  to-day 
from  Kirk  Kilisse.  It  appears  an  urgent  cable- 
gram has  been  received  from  England,  addressed 
to  Petroff  at  his  lodgings  in  Sofia.  This  cable- 
gram was  opened  by  PetrofTs  sister  who,  seeing 
that  it  contained  a  matter  of  grave  importance, 


144  THE  SWORD  OF  DELIVERANCE 

somehow  managed  to  forward  it  to  the  head- 
quarters  of  his  regiment,  which  is  taking  part 
in  the  fighting  at  Kirk  Kilisse.  The  message  is 
concerned  with  you." 

Philip,  amazed,  said  that  he  could  not  think 
what  the  cablegram  contained. 

"Of  that,"  said  the  colonel,  "  I  can  give  you 
no  more  than  an  idea.  From  what  the  orderly 
told  us,  we  gathered  that  you  had  faUen  into 
the  hands  of  a  party  of  gipsies,  or  bandits,  who 
somehow  had  obtained  the  address  of  some  of 
your  fiiends  in  England.  Apparently,  they 
have  written  to  these  friends  and  demanded 
five  hundred  pounds  as  ransom,  saying  that,  if 
the  money  is  not  forthcoming  by  a  certain  date, 
they  will  not  hesitate  to  put  you  to  death." 

For  a  moment,  Philip  was  totally  unable  to 
find  any  explanation  for  this  unexpected  develop- 
ment  in  his  affairs.  Then,  on  a  sudden,  he  saw 
the  truth,  as  one  solves  a  picture  puzzle.  The 
whole  thing  was  plain :  Boris  had  been  mistaken 
for  himself. 

He  put  the  facts  of  the  case  together.  In 
explaining  the  matter  to  the  Bulgarian  officers, 
he  was  obliged  to  leave  much  to  conjecture, 
or  guesswork ;  but.  in  the  light  of  future  events, 
his  conjectures  proved  correct. 
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He  had  gone  disguised  to  the  Caft  of  the 
Five  Nations  with  the  object  of  coming  face 
to  face  with  Barco.     He  had  been  told  by  the 
man  he  had  bribed  that  Barco  was  in  the  habit 
of  frequenting  the  house  of  Haji  Bagdadi.     The 
scoundrel  had  evidently  broken  faith  with  him, 
for  Barco,  to  Philip's  knowledge,  had  never  been 
near  the  caf^,  and  there  was  every  reason  to 
believe  that  the  hammal  had  been  warned  of 
his  danger.     Shortly  before  the  arrival  of  the 
zaptiehs,  on  the  fatal   night  when   Philip  was 
arrested,  Barco,  and  others  of  the  gipsy  gang, 
had   been   seen    hovering   like  jackals   in   the 
vicinity  of  the  caf^.     Beyond  doubt  it  was  they 
who  had  discovered  Boris  in  the  well.     Now, 
the  tall,  lean  man,  who  had  taken  Philip's  bribe, 
never  saw  the  young  Englishman  after  he  dis- 
guised himself.     Boris  was  also  disguised.     The 
mistake  was  therefore  natural  enough. 

Had  the  situation  been  less  serious,  Philip 
would  have  felt  inclined  to  laugh.  The  element 
of  humour  was  not  absent.  He  had  been  mis- 
taken for  Petroif,  and  arrested  as  a  Bulgarian 
spy,  and  Boris  had  been  seized  by  the  gipsies 
under  the  impression  that  he  was  the  English- 
man. It  was,  in  fact,  another  Comedy  of 
Errors. 

K 
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Barco  was  a  rare  and  unmitigated  scoundrel— 
a  gipsy  who  could  speak  English  and  who  could 
both  read  and  write  in  Arabic.     Philip  had  seen 
the   man   appropriate   certain    of   Sir    Charles 
Thornton's  papers  on  the  night  of  the  murder. 
Amongst  these  were  letters,  giving  the  address 
of  relatives  in  England.     To  these  reUtivcs  a 
letter  had  been  written— probably  by  a  profes- 
sional letter-writer,  paid  by  Barco— demanding 
five  hundred  pounds  as  the  price  of  PhiUp's  life. 
It   is  the   custom  of  bandits   to  appoint   a 
rradezvous,  where  the  agent  of  the  prisoner's 
friends  shaU  pay  over  the  ransom.     Philip  couW 
formulate  no  plan  to  rescue  the  young  Hulgarian, 
until  he  was  in  possession  of  the  full  facts  of 
the  case.     In  order  to  see  the  cablegram  itself 
he  would   have  to  go  to   Kirk   Kilisse.  where 
Petrors  battalion  was  taking  part  in  the  ad- 
vance. 

That  night,  the  Bulgarian  colonel  had  a  long 
mterview  with  the  general  in  command  of  the 
column.  It  had  been  strictly  forbidden  for  any 
European  to  remain  at  the  front  with  the  Bul- 
garian forces.  Orders  had  been  issued  to  arrest 
all  strangers  and  war  correspondents,  and  trans- 
port;  them  over  the  frontier.  This,  however, 
accordmg  to  the  general,  was  a  very  exceptional 
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ca«e.  Boris  Petrofl"  was  a  spy  who,  from  Philip's 
narrative,  appeared  already  to  have  gained  valu- 
able  information  concerning  the  enemy's  disposi- 
tioii  and  defences,  ft  was  therefore  necessary 
to  rescue  Boris  at  every  cost.  It  would  be 
worth  the  while  of  the  Bulgarian  Government 
to  J. ay  the  ransom.  Five  hundred  pounds  is  a 
trifle  in  tin»e  of  war ;  and  a  commander-in-chief 
will  often  willingly  pay  thousands  to  obtain 
reli;!le  information  in  regard  to  the  enemy's 
mo\\.'?ients 

Lute  thul  night,  Philip  was  sent  for  by  the 
general,  wlio  handed  him  a  letter  which  he  was 
to  carry  to  General  Savoff,  the  Bulgarian  Chief 
of  the  Staff;  who  was  then  at  Kirk  Kilisse. 

"1  will  be  quite  frank  with  vo;,'  ^id  the 
general.  "It  is  of  the  utmost  ...x!.v.ce  to 
the  Bulgarian  army  to  gain  possession  of  young 
PetrofTs  dispatches.  From  what  I  have  heard 
of  your  story,  it  appears  that  no  one  knows 
where  these  dispatches  are  but  you  yourself, 
who  hid  them.  Therefore  you  must  go  at  once 
to  General  Savoff.  I  propose  to  send  with  you 
two  orderiies  who  will  have  instructions  not  to 
let  you  out  of  their  sight." 

Phihp   appeared  to  have  no   choice  in  the 
matter.     He  had  told  his  story.     He  had  made 
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it  quite  clear  that  he  was  in  a  position  to  render 
material  service  to  the  Bulgarian  head-quarters. 
The  general  meant  to  make  the  best  use  of 
him ;  and  the  two  men  who  were  to  accompany 
him,  under  the  plea  of  showing  him  the  way, 
were  in  reality  his  guards. 

Though  Philip  had  not  been  two  hours  with 
the  Bulgarian  army,  he  was  conscious  that  the 
Bulgarian  idea  of  discipline  and  duty  was  very 
different  from  that  prevailing  in  Turkey.  Re- 
monstrances would  be  useless.  It  would  be 
quite  futile  to  point  out  that  he  was  disinclined 
to  take  an  active  part  in  the  war.  Neither  did 
he  desire  to  say  anything  of  the  sort,  when  his 
friend's  life  was  in  danger,  and  it  behoved  him 
to  do  what  he  could  to  save  the  life  of  the  spy. 
From  this  moment,  and  during  the  eventful 
days  that  followed,  he — a  disinterested  spectator 
— was  caught,  as  it  were,  in  the  vortex  of  battle 
and  borne  forward  upon  the  current  of  a  great 
campaign.  He  was  no  more  than  a  straw  on 
the  waves,  buffeted  and  hurled  in  all  direc- 
tions. 

That  night  he  made  the  best  of  matters,  and 
slept  as  only  those  can  sleep  who  are  thoroughly 
exhausted.  When,  at  six  o'clock  in  the  morn- 
ing, he  was  shaken,  and  told  he  must  get  up,  he 
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looked  back  with  regret  upon  the  lazy  hours  of 
late  mornings  and  afternoon  siestas  when  he 
served  in  Bagdadi's  caf4.  Then  he  remembered 
Boris,  and  recognised  that  he  must  be  up  and 
doing,  if  the  young  Bulgarian  was  to  be  rescued. 
Seated  cross-legged  on  the  ground,  he  snatched 
a  hasty  breakfast,  and  then  swung  into  the 
saddle  between  two  cavalrymen,  with  faces  at 
once  expressionless  and  fierce,  the  spoon-like 
blades  of  whose  lances  glittered  in  the  light  of 
dawn. 

They  set  off  together  across  country  at  a  trot, 
moving  due  eastward,  across  a  practically  tree- 
less country  of  vast,  rolling  downs.     They  had 
not  been  an  hour  upon  the  line-of-march,  when 
the  sound  of  firing  came  to  their  ears  from  the 
south.    Soon  after,  they  heard  heavier  firing 
farther   away    to   the  north-east.     Apparently 
the  Bulgarians  were  driving  south  on  two  objec- 
tives:   first,  the  fortress  of  Adrianople;    and 
secondly,  the    important    raUway  junction    of 
Baba  Eski.     If  they  could  succeed  in  capturing 
this  latter  place,  Adrianople  would  be  cut  off 
both  from  the  capital  and  the  head-quarters  of 
the  Grand  Army  of  Thrace,  which  were  at  Lule 
Burgas.    In  Turkey  there  are  few  roads  suitable 
for  wheeled  transport.    An  army  in  the  field 
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must  have  food  and  ammunition,  and  tht 
Turkish  troops,  concentrated  around  Chorlu 
and  Kirk  Kilisse,  could  only  obtain  their  sup- 
plies by  way  of  the  railway  line. 

During  his  stay  in  Adrianople,  Philip  had 
learnt,  from  the  conversations  that  took  place 
nightly  in  Haji  Bagdadi's  caf^,  something  of  the 
dispositions  of  the  main    Turkish  army.     He 
knew  that  the  First  Array  Corps,  under  Yavir 
Pasha,  was  in  position  towards  Kirk  Kilisse. 
The  First   Turkish    Army  Corps— comprising 
the  first,  second,  and  third  divisions — was  com- 
posed of  the  picked  troops  of  the  Ottoman 
Empire,  the  permanent  garrison  of  Constanti- 
nople.    Upon  this  corps  depended  the  future 
of  Thrace ;  for  Kirk  Kilisse,  at  the  extremity  of 
the  road  south  to  Baba  Eski,  was  the  key  to  the 
situation.     If  the  Bulgarians  reached  the  railway 
line  from  this  direction,  the  Grand  Army  of 
Thrace  would  be  cut  in  half:  one  half  isolated 
in  Adrianople ;  the  other  massed  between  Lule 
Burgas  and    Chorlu,  under    the  command  of 
AbduUa  Pasha,  the  Commander-in-Chief. 

In  time  of  war,  the  sound  of  guns  in  the  dis- 
tance is  very  wonderful  and  moving.  The 
thunder  of  cannon  tells  of  the  magnificent  bar- 
barity of  war.     But  these  cannon-shots  have 
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another  and  more  practical  meaning.  They 
explain  strategic  movements.  The  experienced 
ear  can  detect  an  advance  or  a  retreat,  as  the 
firing  grows  louder  or  less  distinct. 

Philip  Thornton  had  no  experience  as  a 
soldier ;  for  all  that,  he  had  a  soldier's  instinct. 
He  had  delighted  in  tales  of  war.  As  a  school- 
boy, he  had  followed  the  course  of  great 
campaigns,  and  had  seen  and  understood  some- 
thing of  how  armies  are  moved  upon  the  field. 
Upon  this  raw,  sunless  morning,  the  firing  in 
the  direction  of  Kirk  Kilisse  was  heavier  than 
when  he  had  heard  it  before.  It  was  evident 
that,  in  that  direction,  the  Bulgarians  were 
pressing  home  their  attack,  wliereas  the  Turks 
were  standing  heroically  at  bay.  On  the  other 
hand,  the  firing  around  Adrianople  seemed  to 
have  closed  in  upon  the  city.  Indeed,  it  was 
whilst  r  liilip  lay  sick  in  the  house  of  the  Greek 
on  the  Mustafa  Pasha  road,  that  the  rear-guard 
of  the  Turkish  army  was  driven  beyond  the 
defences,  and  the  siege  of  Adrianople  began. 

To  reach  the  head-quarters,  they  had  to  cover 
a  distance  of  over  sixty  miles.  This  is  measured 
as  the  crow  flies ;  but,  they  could  not,  in  fact, 
take  so  short  a  route.  In  this  part  of  Turkey, 
the  valleys  run  north  and  south,  since  the  rivers 
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flow  from  the  Balkans  to  the  Sea  of  Marmora. 
In   consequence,  every  few   miles    they  were 
obliged  to  make  a  wide  detour  to  find  a  ford  or 
bridge  by  which  some  river  could  be  crossed. 
A  great  deal  of  rain  had  fallen  during  the  past 
fortnight,  and  not  only  were  the  tributaries  of 
tiie  Maritza  swollen  high,  but  the  ground— con- 
sisting of  a  black,  glutinous  clay— was  so  sodden 
and  heavy  that  it  was  impossible  to  gallop  for 
any  distance. 

They  were  not  fifteen  miles  upon  their  journey 
when  they  realised  that  it  was  absolutely  im- 
possible to  reach  Kirk  Kilisse  before  nightfall. 
The  soldiers  therefore  decided  to  bivouac,  and 
selected  a  suitable  camping-ground,  a  deserted 
farm-house  where  there  were  stabling  and  forage 
for  their  horses.  That  night  they  dined  off  a 
fat  goose,  which  one  of  the  soldiers  killed  with 
his  lance  and  cooked  upon  the  spot. 

The  troopers  arranged  for  one  to  relieve  the 
other  as  sentry  at  midnight.  As  for  Philip,  he 
was  evidently  not  trusted  to  undertake  so  im- 
portant a  duty.  He  collected  a  great  deal  of 
straw  from  the  stables,  piled  this  up  in  the 
corner  of  an  empty  room,  and  lying  down  on 
the  top  of  it,  was  soon  fast  asleep.  He  was 
awakened,  at  about  midnight,  by  a  shot,  and 
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loud  shouts  from  one  of  the  soldiers,  who  was 
too  excited  to  make  himself  intelligible.  Rush- 
ing into  the  room,  he  grasped  Philip  by  the  arm, 
and  dragged  him  to  his  feet 

"  Turks  I "  he  cried.    «  Turks  I " 

Philip  ran  into  the  yard,  and  immediately  a 
buUet  whistled  past  his  ear  and  splintered  the 
woodwork  of  a  door  at  his  back.  It  was  a 
clear  night ;  many  stars  were  out.  One  of  the 
outbuildinfTs  was  on  fire,  and  the  whole  scene 
was  flooded  with  a  lurid  light.  Philip  was  able 
to  see  quite  distinctly  the  figure  of  a  man  lying 
upon  his  face  upon  the  ground,  about  ten  yards 
from  the  door. 

Regardless  of  the  bullets  which  seemed  to 
come  from  aU  directions,  Philip  rushed  to  this 
feUow,  and  tried  to  lift  him  up.  It  was  apparent 
at  once  that  his  efforts  would  be  useless,  for  the 
body  was  limp  in  death.  It  was  the  soldier  who 
had  agreed  to  keep  watch  throughout  the  later 
part  of  the  night. 

Philip  took  in  a  deep  breath,  like  a  man  about 
to  dive,  and  then  ran  for  the  stables.  He  had 
not  gone  ten  paces  before  he  was  greeted  by  a 
volley.  White  jets  of  fire  flashed  from  between 
the  farm  buildings.  The  whole  place  had  faUen 
into  the  hands  of  a  Turkish  reconnoitring  patrol. 
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Philip,  turning  to  the  right,  found  his  way 
impeded  once  again.  He  then  made  for  a  large 
haystack,  and  had  almost  gained  cover  behind 
this  when  a  man  sprang  upon  his  shoulders,  and 
hurled  him  to  the  ground.  He  was  on  his  feet 
again  in  an  instant,  struck  out  with  his  fist,  and 
caught  the  fellow  under  the  chin,  so  that  he 
went  down  with  a  groan.  And  then,  he  ran 
for  his  life. 

A  moment  later,  he  was  splashing  through 
the  mud,  which  was  well  above  his  ankles, 
rushing  blindly  onward  under  the  stars,  with  no 
Idea  whither  he  was  going,  and  the  bullets 
dronmg  past  him  like  a  swarm  of  bees. 
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CHAPTER   XI 

TOWARDS   THE  GUNS 

For  how  Jong  he  ran,  or  what  distance  he 
covered.  Phihp  was  never  able  to  say.  He  went 
on  and  on,  until  he  could  go  no  farther.  Then, 
panting  and  exhausted,  he  flung  himself  upon 
the  ground. 

At  length,  he  recovered  his  breath.  Listening, 
he  could  hear  nothing  in  the  night.  The  Turks 
had  evidently  given  up  the  chase. 

A  period  of  intense  excitement  is  as  often  as 
not  followed  by  a  reaction.  Philip  found  him- 
self in  the  mood-and  indeed,  he  had  ample 
time— to  reflect. 

His  situation  was  not  of  the  pleasantest.  One 
of  the  soldiers  in  charge  of  him  had  been  kiUed. 
and  U,e  other  was  either  killed  or  captured. 
Ihe  Bulgarian  general's  letter  to  General  Savoff 
had  fallen  into  the  hands  of  the  Turks.  There 
was  a  chance  that  the  Turkish  soldiers  would 
not  be  able  to  read  it.  and  a  stiU  greater  chance 
that  they  would  not  take  the  trouble  to  put  the 
document  into  the  hands  of  an  officer;  but,  in 
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any  case,  Philip  was  deprived  of  his  only  pass- 
port and  credentials.  He  would  have  to  account 
to  General  Savoff  for  his  presence  at  the  front. 
Neither  was  that  the  greatest  of  his  difficulties : 
he  had  first  to  find  the  Bulgarian  head-quarters, 
and  he  had  no  notion  as  to  where  he  was.  It 
was  too  cold  and  wet  to  remain  seated  on  the 
ground ;  so,  desiring  to  waste  no  time,  he  set 
out  on  foot,  guiding  his  course  by  the  stars. 

He  had  not  traversed  a  mile  before  he  came 
to  a  river  which  was  quite  unfordable.  He 
walked  northward  in  the  hope  of  finding  a 
bridge,  and  then  came  back  agam  to  the  point 
whence  he  had  started,  and  walked  several 
miles  to  the  south.  It  was  broad  daylight 
when  he  succeeded  in  crossing  the  river,  and 
followed  a  cart-track,  which  soon  after  joined 
a  road.  There,  he  came  upon  a  cart,  drawn  by 
a  pair  of  oxen,  proceeding  eastward  at  the  rate 
of  about  a  mile  an  hour.  The  oxen  were  driven 
by  an  old  grey-beard  Turk ;  and  seated  in  the 
cart,  upon  all  their  household  belongings,  was 
his  young  and  beautiful  wife,  whose  veil  had 
been  cast  aside. 

When  the  usual  salutations  had  passed  be- 
tween them,  Philip  asked  the  old  man  where 
he  was  going. 
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He  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  threw  out  his 
hands.    "  I  do  not  know,"  said  he. 

'•  Where  have  you  come  from  ? "  asked  Philip. 

"  From  Godera.  There  was  my  home.  But 
we  heard  the  Bulgarians  were  coming.  We 
saw  villages  in  flames  to  the  north.  Years 
ago,  I  fought  against  the  Russians;  but  now 
I  am  an  old  man — too  old  to  take  up  arms. 
We  shall  probably  go  to  Rodosto.  There  we 
will  wait  until  the  Bulgarians  are  driven  from 
the  country." 

"  And  what  if  the  Bulgarians  are  not  driven 
away  ? "  asked  Philip. 

"  Then,"  said  the  old  Turk,  "  we  will  cross 
into  Asia.  The  will  of  God  be  done.  Perhaps 
it  is  our  fate  that  we  go  back  to  the  land  of 
our  forefathers.  We  have  been  in  Europe  for 
six  hundred  years,  and  those  have  been  years 
of  trouble  and  war  and  incessant  strife.  Asia 
is  our  home." 

Bearing  the  old  man  company,  Philip  walked 
on  in  silence  for  some  minutes.  There  was 
something  splendid  in  the  fortitude  of  the 
Turk,  even  in  this  old  man  who,  with  his  young 
wife,  fled  before  the  conqueror.  If  the  Turk's 
belief  in  Fate,  or  kismet,  is  responsible  for  much 
of  his  ineptitude,  or  laziness,  it,  at  least,  gives 
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him  strength  to  withstand  disaster  and  to  bear 
his  sorrows  hke  a  man. 

"  And  you  ? "  said  he.  «  Whither  are  you 
going?  You  are  young.  Your  legs  can  carry 
you  far."  ^ 

"I.  also,  do  not  know,"  said  PhUip.     Nor 
indeed  had  he  the  least  notion  in  what  direction 
he  was  going.     That  he  was  traveUing  either 
east  or  south  was  obvious ;  but.  it  was  another 
grey,  cloudy  day;  there  was  no  sun  to  guide 
him.     He  could  not    tell  the    Turk   tliat  he 
wished  to  find  his  way  to   Kirk  Kilisse,  for 
the  old  man   would  probably  know  that  the 
Bulgarians    were  there.     He   thought   it   best 
to  gather  what  mfoRiiation  he  could  by  asking 
questions. 

"  What  road  is  this  ? "  he  said. 

"This  is  the  road  to  Constantinople.     We 
are  about  ten  miles  west  of  Baba  Eski." 

"So  far  south  as  that!"  cried  Philip,  unable 
to  conceal  his  surprise. 

"The  further  south,  the    better,"  said   the 
old  man.     "  The  Bulgarians  are  to  the  north 
Neither  are  they  far  away  from   here.     Last 
night,  a  man  passed  us  on  the  road  who  told 
us  that  Adrianople  was  besieged." 
Philip  was   dismayed  to   find  that  he  had 
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come  so  far  out  of  his  way.  He  was  evidently 
about  twenty  miles  south-west  of  the  point 
he  wished  to  gain.  He  made  up  his  mind  to 
bid  good-bye  to  the  old  man  on  the  first  avail- 
able opportunity,  and  to  follow  some  stream 
thai  flowed  from  the  north,  and  which  must 
eventually  lead  him  to  the  road  which  runs 
almost  due  west  from  Kirk  Kilisse.  And  no 
doubt  he  would  have  carried  out  his  mtention, 
had  not  a  most  untoward  accident  occurred. 

The  cart  was  crossing  a  small  stream,  where 
the  wheels  sank  to  the  axle-trees,  and  they 
were  brought  to  a  sudden  halt.  The  old  man 
lashed  his  oxen  with  the  whip,  but  the  poor 
aumaij  were  too  fatigued  to  drag  the  cart 
free,  and  after  struggling  and  floundering  in 
the  mire,  one  of  them  went  down  upon  its 
knees,  and  refused  to  rise.  The  hot  breath  was 
pumping  from  its  strained,  dilated  nostrils.  Its 
eyes  were  wUd,  with  a  fierceness  that  is  some- 
times  seen  in  the  eyes  of  those  patient  beasts 
of  burden  when  they  are  asked  to  do  too  much. 

Regardless   of  his  wife's  presence,  the  old 
Turk  swore  in  a  language  replete  with  oaths.. 

"We  must  unload,"  said  he,  "and  give  the 
oxen  a  rest.     No  doubt  you  will  lend  a  hand." 

Philip  could  not  find  it  in  his  heart  to  refuse. 
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He  had  not  ytt  learnt  the  stem  rule  of  war, 
that  each  man  must  look  after  his  own  affairs,' 
steeling  his  heart  to  the  sufferings  of  others! 
During  the  days  to  lollow,  he  became  callous, 
even  selfish.  It  had  to  be  so.  He  learnt  to 
realise  that  to  help  one  was  mere  folly  when 
there  were  so  many  thousands  who  stood  in 
equal  need  of  help.  As  yet.  however,  he  knew 
nothing  of  the  relentlessness  of  war.  Here  was 
an  old  man  and  a  young  woman  in  trouble,  and 
he  was  in  honour  bound  to  help  them. 

They  unloaded  the  cart,  and  Philip  himself 
carried  the  bundles  and  packages,  one  by  one, 
across  the  stream.  This  all  took  time.  It  was 
long  past  midday  when  the  cart  was  empty. 
Then  the  Turk  offered  the  young  Englishman 
a  meal ;  and  as  he  had  had  nothing  to  eat  since 
the  previous  evening  at  the  farm,  Philip  was 
glad  enough  to  accept  the  old  man's  hospi- 
tality. ^ 

It  was  two  o'clock,  when  Philip  wished  these 
wayfarers  good-bye,  and  set  out  towards  the 
north.  He  did  not  know  it  then,  but  this  old 
man  and  his  wife  were  but  the  forerunners  of 
a  deluge.  Within  the  next  fortnight  the  whole 
peninsula,  from  the  Black  Sea  to  the  Marmora, 
would  be  overrun  by  thousands  of  panic-stricken 
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fugitives,  homeless  and  starving,  fleeing  for  their 
lives  before  the  great  tidal  wave  of  invasion. 

At  four  o'clock,  the  rain  came  Jown  in 
torrents.  Philip  had  never  seen  rain  anything 
like  it.  It  was  as  if  the  water  descended  in  a 
single  sheet.  For  some  time  he  stumbled  on, 
looking  about  him  vainly  for  a  place  of  shelter, 
and  at  last  he  sighted  a  small  shepherd's  hut. 

Here  he  remained  for  some  hours,  until  the 
rain  had  ceased.  He  was  then  brought  to  realise 
the  awkwardness  of  his  situation.  It  would  be 
folly  to  endeavour  to  find  his  v^ay  to  Kirk 
Kilisse  by  night.  During  the  afternoon  he  had 
heard  the  sound  of  heavy  firing  to  the  north, 
and  it  was  doubtless  this  that  had  brought  down 
the  rain.  At  nightfall,  however,  all  was  silent 
and  dark ;  there  was  neither  firing  nor  moon  to 
guide  him.  On  the  other  hand,  if  he  remained 
where  he  was,  he  had  small  chance  of  obtaining 
any  sleep.  He  was  drenched  to  the  skin;  he 
had  no  food. 

He  was  considering  what  was  best  to  do, 
when  Nature  took  the  matter  out  of  his  hands. 
On  a  sudden,  he  felt  overcome  with  a  feeling 
of  weakness,  and  was  obliged  to  lie  down  upon 
the  ground.     Almost  instantly  he  fell  asleep. 

It  was  daylight  when  he  awoke  with  a  start. 

L 


If 


162  THE  SWORD  OF  DELIVERANCE 

For  a  moment  he  imagined  that  a  thunder- 
storm was  passing  over  the  hut.  He  rose  to  his 
feet  and  went  on,  and  was  surprised  to  see  that 
the  day  was  sunny  and  bright,  with  a  touch  of 
frost  in  the  air.  A  few  miles  to  the  north,  a 
cannonade  was  taking  place  that  seemed  to  cause 
the  very  heavens  to  shake. 

He  set  off  walking  as  fast  as  he  could,  only 
too  glad  to  warm  the  blood  in  his  veins.  He 
had  no  doubt  as  to  which  direction  to  take. 
The  sun  had  risen  m  the  east;  the  firing  came 
from  the  north. 

The  country  was  stiU  the  same  down-like 
wasteland  he  had  traversed  since  leaving  Adria- 
nople.  At  times,  from  points  of  eminence,  it 
was  possible  to  see  for  distances  of  one  or  two 
miles.  He  had  been  walking  for  about  two 
hours  when,  from  a  hilltop,  he  observed  a 
solitary  figure,  coming  towards  him  on  foot. 

He  v^uickened  his  steps,  and  soon  came  up 
with  this  man,  whom  he  found  to  be  a  soldier 
who,  bleeding  from  a  great  shell  wound  in  the 
neck,  was  dragging  himself  forward  with  diffi. 
culty.  Philip  asked  the  man  who  he  was  and 
to  what  regiment  he  belonged.  The  soldier 
answered  that  his  battalion  formed  part  of  the 
first  division  in  Yavir  Pasha's  Army  Corps. 
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"  Where  are  they  fighting  ? "  asked  Philip. 

"  At  Jenidze,"  said  the  man,  "  south  of  Kirk 
KUisse." 

"I   thought,"   said  Philip,   "that    the  First 
Army  Corps  was  concentrated  at  Kirk  Kilisse." 

"  Our  forces  were  driven  out  of  Kirk  Kilisse 
the  day  before  yesterday,"  answered  the  soldier. 
"  The  firing  was  terrific.  It  was  impossible  to 
stop  the  Bulgarians.  They  came  on  regardless 
of  death.  The  slopes  of  the  hills  were  covered 
with  their  dead." 

"And  to-day?"  asked  Philip.  "How  goes 
the  fight  to-day?" 

"  We  are  being  beaten,"  said  the  Turk.  "  The 
Bulgarians  came  up  to  our  position  yesterday 
ftfternooja,  and  attacked  almost  immediately, 
""hs^-  outnumbered  us.  Their  artillerj-  fire  is 
t.  We  waited  for  hours  for  reinforce- 
'  >vhich  never  arrived.     At  nightfall,  we 

-  e  holding  our  own.  This  morning,  they  re- 
newed the  attack,  and  I  was  wounded.  I  looked 
for  a  hospital,  or  a  field  dressing-station,  and 
could  find  nothing.  There  was  no  one  to  attend 
to  my  wounds.  Also,  for  two  days,  I  have  had 
no  food.  I  am  sick  of  it.  I  am  going  home- 
to  my  home  on  the  Marmora  Coast.  If  I 
cannot  reach  it,  I  will  die  on  the  road.     Some- 


ri 


164  THE  SWORD  OF  DELIVERANCE 

one,  perhaps,  wiU  bury  me.    The  wiU  of  Allah 
be  done." 

PhUip  passed  on  his  way,  telling  the  soldier 
that  he  hoped  he  would  reach  the  coast  in 
safety,  where  his  wife  would  be  able  to  nurse 
him.  As  he  walked  forward,  he  considered  the 
full  significance  of  the  news  the  man  had 
told  him. 

As  we  have  said,  to  a  very  large  degree  the 
fate  of  the  Turkish  forces  was  in  the  hands  of 
Yavir  Pa.na.  It  was  the  First  Army  Corps  that 
guarded   the  lines  of  communication  between 
Adrianople  and  the  base.     In  the  lanks  of  this 
army  were  some  of  the  finest  troops  that  Turkey 
possessed.    The  success  of  General  Savors  plan 
of  campaign  depended    upon    the   force  with 
which   he  delivered   these    initial   blows  upon 
Kirk    Kilisse  and  .Jenidze.     It  was  the  bat. 
of  Jenidze,  on  the  evening  of  the  twenty-fourth, 
and  the  morning  of  the  twenty-fifth  of  October, 
that  sealed  the  fate  of  the  Turks. 

The  defeat  of  the  First  Army  Corps  was 
a  terrible  and  unexpected  blow  to  the  military 
authorities  and  the  government  at  Constanti- 
nople. The  fact,  which  could  not  be  concealed 
served  to  shake  the  confidence  of  the  troops! 
The  importance  of  gaining  the  Baba  Eski  road 
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has  been  explained.  It  has  been  shown  that, 
if  this  important  junction  fell  into  the  hands  of 
the  Bulgarians,  Ad.  anople  would  be  cut  off. 
General  Savoff  intended  to  take  as  little  risk 
as  possible — ^though  a  large  degree  of  risk  is 
inevitable  in  war.  It  was  one  of  Napoleon's 
maxims  that  the  best  general  is  the  luckiest 
one— a  maxim  that  is  beyond  dispute.  Savoff, 
however,  trusted  rather  to  the  heroism  of  his 
men,  and  the  vast  preponderance  and  superiority 
of  his  artillery,  rather  than  to  luck.  At  the 
point  of  the  bayonet,  under  cover  of  a  perfect 
hail  of  shells,  the  Bulgarians  ousted  the  Turks 
from  Kirk  Kilisse,  and  drove  the  much-vaunted 
First  Army  Corps  from  the  hills  between  Kavakli 
and  Jenidze  back  upon  the  railway  line. 

As  Ph=''i  continued  on  his  way,  the  disaster 
that  had  jfallen  the  Ottoman  Empire  became 
more  and  more  apparent.  The  road  he  followed 
was  a  narrow  footpath,  leadmg  from  village 
to  village,  which  became  more  and  more  thronged 
with  fugitives  and  wounded.  Later  in  the 
morning  the  firing  ceased— which  told  the  story, 
as  plainly  as  any  words,  that  the  battle  had 
been  won  and  ^ist.  As  to  which  side  had 
proved  victorious,  there  could  be  no  doubt; 
for,  presently,  Philip  cl.nbed  a  hill  and  looked 
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down  upon  a  wide  vaUey  litcndly  choked  with 
an  army  in  ftiU  retreat 

Far  to  the  east,  extended  a  multitude  of  men 
huroringon  their  way.     Hundreds  had  thrown 
themselves  upon  the  ground,  to  die  from  wounds 
or  exhaustion,  or  faU  into    the  hands  of  the 
invader.     A  smaU  rear-guard  was  endeavouring 
to  cover  the  retreat ;  «,d  the  sound  of  musketiy 
to  the  north  was  like  the  crackle  of  brushwood 
on  a  fire.     Batteries  retired  at  the  gaUop.     The 
wheels  of  the  guns  sank  deep  in  the%u4nires 
and  several  pieces  were  abandoned.     Uwas  a 
scene  of  turmoil,  of  desolation  and  confusion. 

And  yet.  the  whole  army  was  not  demoralised. 
There  were  several  regiments  that  kept  the 
rBnks.  foUowed  by  their  own  transport,  toiling 
southward  m  column  of  route.  A  brigade  of 
eavalry  appeared  on  the  crestline  of  a  neigh- 
bouring hill.  The  squadrons  were  in  perfit 
order ;  the  long  lines  of  horses  were  as  straight 
Z7.U  P^'^^-fi^'°"«d;  each  squadron  was 
headed  by  the  squadron  leader. 

Philip  found  himself  enveloped  by  the  retreat. 
Both  upon  -  road  he  followed  and  upon 
pwallel  roads  on  either  side,  fugitives  L 
refugees  were  streaming  past.  No  one  spoke 
to  him.  though  many  looked  at  him  in  amaze- 
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ment,  since  he — a  wearer  of  the  f^z,  and  to  all 
appearances  a  Turk— was  walking  deliberately 
into  the  lion's  mouth,  towards  the  Bulgarians 
in  pursuit 

After  a  while,  the  rear*guard  was  used,  and 
this  distressing  spectacle  came  to  an  cad.  Philip 
could  see  nothing  before  him  but  the  wide, 
undulating  downs — the  same  as  erer,  with  this 
difference:  now  It:.*  landscape  was  dotted  with 
broken  wagons  and  disabled  guns,  with  baggage 
cast  cside  in  the  panic  of  retirement,  and  dying 
and  wounded  men.  It  was  terrible  to  have  to 
pass  these  sufferers  by  the  wayside,  to  be  able  to 
do  nothing  to  help  them,  to  think  that  some- 
where in  the  Turkish  Empire,  wives,  mothers, 
and  children  were  anxiously  awaiting  their  return. 
Philip  Thornton  was  learning  .  mething  tiie 
cruel  nature  of  war. 

He  climbed  a  hilltop ;  and  as  h-^  reached  the 
crest,  a  bullet  came  singir.j  past  I.  s  ears.  It 
was  quickly  followed  by  ar...ier  that  struck  the 
ground  a  few  inches  from  his  feet.  On  the 
spur  of  the  moment,  he  threw  himself  down 
upon  his  face. 

The  grass  happened  to  be  long;  and  it  was 
some  consolation  to  know  that  he  was  hidden 
from  view.     On  the  other  hand,  he  could  see 
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nothing  him«lf ;  „»,  had  he  »y  warning  that 
nders  were  upon  him.  untU  he  hearf  the  cUtter 
•ng  of  horses' hoofs. 

to  hold  up  h,s  hands.  He  had  no  option  but 
to  obey;  and  .ndeed.  before  he  h«l  time  to 
do  so  a  third  bullet  passed  so  close  to  him 
that  he  could  feel  the  motion  of  the  air  upon 

roughly  from  behind. 

b.^t^r'^"^  ""^  """  »  non^mbatant,  that 

of  Mustafa  Pasha  with  a  message  to  Gencal 
^Moff-two  assertions  somewhat  contradictory. 

I?   TL  "^'-      ""■"  "°*  ^^'^'"^-    Th«  soldier 
laughed  m  his  face. 

He  repeated  that  it  was  necessary  for  him 
to  see  the  Bulgarian  Chief  of  Staff"^  And  a" 
that,  one  of  the  troopers,  turning  to  his  com- 
fades,  gave  ,t  as  his  opinion  that  the  prisoner 
w.^aM.lem  fanatic,  Who  intended  to^r 

These  Bulgarians  were  no  more  than  a  party 

of  advanced  scouts.     Since  they  were  not  under 
the  eo       and    f  ^  ^^^^  ^^^^  ^^^  .^ 

0?ev  H     H°7^  '"  '■'■•    ^f'"  "  »nsuluti„n, 
tl.ey  deeded  to  send  one  of  their  number  in 
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charge  of  the  prisoner  back  to  the  head-quarters 
of  their  regiment. 

A  short  rope  was  produced,  and  this  was  tied 
round  Philip's  neck.  The  other  end  was  made 
fast  to  the  strap  of  a  saddle-bag.  And  then 
the  Bulgarian  mounted,  and  ordered  Philip  to 
run. 

That  was  one  of  the  most  terrible  experiences 
that  Philip  Thornton  ever  underwent.  He  was 
weak,  starving,  and  exhausted.  Yet  he  had  to 
keep  pace  with  a  trotting  horse.  If  he  stumbled 
or  fell,  the  slip-knot  would  be  drawn  tighter 
around  his  neck,  and  he  would  be  hanged. 

Burning  with  indignation,  he  was  determined 
not  to  give  in.  Clenching  his  teeth,  he  strained 
every  nerve,  exerted  every  muscle  in  his  body, 
to  come  through  this  terrible  ordeal.  The  Bul- 
garian trooper  never  once  looked  at  his  prisoner. 
He  seemed  utterly  indifferent  to  the  torture  he 
was  inflicting.  As  he  rode  forward  he  actually 
hummed  a  tune. 

Before  Philip  came  to  the  end  of  his  journey, 
the  long-backed  hills  before  him,  beyond  which 
the  sun  was  setting  in  a  purple  glow,  were  all 
dancing  in  a  haze.  He  could  see  nothing  clearly. 
Even  the  lean,  trotting  horse,  a  few  inches  from 
his  elbow,  was  distorted  and  indistinct.     He 
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remembered  seeing  vaguely  long  lines  of  horses, 
of  little  tents,  of  burning  fires,  and  wagons,  aU 
of  which  appeared  to  be  moving  as  in  a  mirage, 
such  as  is  seen  upon  a  stifling  summer's  day 
The  horse  stopped  with  a  jerk.  For  a  moment. 
Phihp  looked  into  the  face  of  a  taU  man  with 
a  grey  beard  and  moustache,  dressed  in  the 
uniform  of  a  Bulgarian  c&vaky  colonel.  Then, 
he  remembered  ro  moi-e. 
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When  Philip  came  to  his  senses,  it  was  dark. 
Lifting  himself  upon  an  elbow,  he  looked  about 
him. 

He  was  lying  upon  a  heap  of  straw,  piled 
under  a  wagon.  All  about  him  were  horses. 
He  could  hear  snorting  and  the  stamping  of 
hoofs  upon  the  ground.  Slowly  he  began  to 
crawl  from  underneath  the  wagon,  and  immedi- 
ately a  loud  voice  cried  out  to  him  to  halt.  A 
bayonet  shot  out  of  the  darkness,  and  gUstened 
in  the  starlight,  the  point  directed  at  his 
chest. 

He  sank  back  with  a  groan  of  despair. 

It  may  have  been  that  there  was  such  anguish 
in  his  tones  as  would  have  melted  a  heart  of 
flint;  or  perhaps  this  sentry  was  more  good- 
natured  than  the  trooper  who  had  brought  him 
to  camp.  At  any  rate,  the  man  took  from  his 
haversack  a  biscuit,  which  he  broke  in  half. 

"There,"  said  he,  "this  is  all  I  have." 

Philip  thanked  him,  and  asked  for  water ;  and 
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the  s^trjr  lent  him  his  water-botUe,  which  he 
djed  to  the  fast  d«,p.  Then,  when  PhilJ 
hrf  eaten  hui  half  of  the  biscuit,  he  ky  do™ 
once  .gam  upon  the  straw,  uid  feU  asleep. 

Soon  after  dawn,  he  was  awakened  by  a  great 
commotion  on  eveiy  hand.  The  wagons  were 
bemglo^led  and  the  horses  saddled;  the  tent 
h||d  been  struck.  The  Bulgarian  adv«,ced 
guard  was  about  to  resume  the  ime-of-march. 
.J  ^TT  'P*"*^'  "'"'  *  <"«  <>'■  the  guarf, 

SLTli  K  ^"^""  *°  '^*"  "'«'•  Philip 
asked  whither  he  was  being  led,  but  the  man 

would  vouchsafe  no  answer.  Pre^fly,  Z 
came  to  a  tent-the  only  tent  that  wa^  now 
stadmg.    Within,  seated  at  a  smaU  camp-tebl^ 

wasthec^lonel whom  Philip rcmcmberedtohave 
seen  on  the  pre™us  evening  before  he  fainted. 
I  am  told,"  said  the  colonel  with  a  smile 

Philip  answered  that  that  was  so 

"  A  very  natural  wish."  said  the  colonel      It 
was  obvious  that  he  had  some  difficulty^  pre 
venting  himself  from  laughing.  ^ 

"I  must  tell  yuu,  sir."  said  Philip.  " that  I  am 
aoEnglshman;  that  a  few  weeks  Vl  t^T 
Sofia,  shanng  lodgings  with  Lieutenant  Boris 
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Petroff.  I  was  frequently  at  the  officers'  club. 
I  have  been  recently  in  Adrianople,  where  I 
came  across  Petroff,  disguised  as  a  Turk,  and 
was  able  to  render  him  valuable  assistance. 
Three  days  ago  I  had  an  interview  with  the 
colonel  commanding  the  Bulgarian  advanced 
guard  on  the  road  from  Mustafa  Pasha.  I  was 
sent  by  him,  in  charge  of  two  orderlies,  with  an 
important  letter  to  the  Chief  of  Staff.  We  fell 
in  with  a  reconnoitring  party  of  the  enemy. 
One  of  the  orderlies,  was  killed.  I  myself 
managed  to  escape.  There  is  every  reason  to 
believe  that  the  letter,  which  contained  im- 
portant mformation,  fell  into  the  hands  of  the 
Turks." 

As  may  be  imagined,  the  Bulgarian  cavalry 
leader  was  not  a  little  surprised  at  this  state- 
ment.    He  found  it  difficult  to  believe. 

"  But  you  are  a  Turk  1 "  he  exclaimed. 

"  I  assure  you,  sir,"  said  Philip,  "  I  am  an 
Englishman.  My  story  is  perfectly  true.  If 
you  send  me  to  the  head-quarters  of  the 
Bulgarian  Staff,  I  shall  be  greatly  obliged.  If 
you  do  not,  I  cannot  say  what  will  happen  to 
me.  I  have  suffered  such  indignities,  and  have 
received  such  harsh  treatment,  that  I  am  so 
weak  I  can  hardly  stand." 
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ala^:^/"  *'^  '"*  *^"^^'  *»^^  -^-«  looked 
••Perhaps/'  said  he.  « there  has  been  some 

tt!t  th"  ^'^'^ •"  «^^-^«^«t  Philip,  a"  dsaw 
that  the  young  man's  last  words,  at  any  rate 

were  true.  Philip  actually  swayed  as  he  falka^,' 
and  was  even  obliged  to  support  himself  by 
placmg  a  hand  upon  the  table.  ^ 

tent*    °°'^'  *^^  '°^°''^'  '*'PP^  **"*    «^  the 
JQuiek,"   said    he   to   the   sergeant.     .^A 

A  moment  later,  a  man  entered  the  tent  who 
wore  upon  his  arm  the  white  band  with  a"ed 
cross  that  signifies  a  member  of  the  medical 
pro^^sjon  m  time  of  war.  He  gave  one  gW 
at  Phihp  s  face,  and  then  felt  his  pulse. 

This  man,"  said  he.  ",s  on  the  point  of 
droppmg  from  sheer  fatigue  and  hunger  " 

asked  the  colonel.  ^ 

••At  once,"  said  the  doctor. 
••Then  take  him  with  you.  I  wiU  give  you 
a  let  er  to  the  Chief  of  Staff.  He  telll  a 
remarkable  story  which  ought  to  be  inquired 
into.  Personally.  I  do  not  believe  a  word  of 
It.     btiil,  some  of  it  may  be  true." 
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Then  followed  the  only  days  throughout  all 
this  eventful  period  that  Philip  Thornton  spent 
in  comparative  comfort.  The  doctor  gave  him 
some  brandy  wiiich  immediately  revived  much 
of  his  former  strength.  He  did  the  journey  to 
the  head-quarters  of  the  Bulgarian  army,  which 
lay  some  miles  to  the  south-ejist  of  Jenidze,  in 
a  hospital  wagon;  and  thoug.i  the  roads  were 
exceedingly  rough,  and  the  wagon  jolted  con- 
siderably, he  managed  to  sleep  most  of  the  way. 
On  arrival  at  his  destination,  where  he  found  a 
great  army  encamped,  he  was  given  a  tent  to 
himself  and  supplied  liberally  with  food.  It 
was  no  hardship  to  him  that  he  was  forbidden 
to  leave  his  tent,  fo'-  he  desired  nothing  than 
to  be  allowed  to  eat  and  sleep. 

In  two  days  he  had  ^  #mpletely  recovered,  and 
felt  strong  enough  to  go  anywhere.  He  actually 
chafed  at  the  restraint  which  had  been  placed 
upon  him.  He  could  no  longer  fall  asleep  at  a 
moment's  notice.     He  desired  only  his  freedom. 

This  came  at  midday  in  the  form  of  an  officer 
of  the  General  Staff,  who  shook  him  warmly 
by  the  hand. 

"I  have  come  to  apologise,"  said  he,  "for 
the  treatment  you  received  three  days  ago. 
It  was  a  pitiful  mistake.     But,"  he  added,  "if 
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you  wander  into   our   outpost.,  disguised    « 
e^peeU "  "'   ™""^  "  '"'  "^^'^^   -"  ^- 

"  «r^°  ™^  ^^"^  '^  **^"«^^  ? "  *sked  PhUip 

^"  We  know  it  to  be  true."  said  the  officer 

Last  night,  one  of  the  two  orderlies  who  were 

^t  m  charge  of  you  managed  to  reach  camp. 

He  had  been  captured  by  the  Turks  at  the 

wa^^kiUed      He  brought  with  him  the  letter 

Thf  "^'1  °' ^  '"•^^  ''^™  ^^^-^»  Sarovitch. 
The  general  will  see  you  this  afternoon." 

Phihp  was  not  destined  to  interview  General 
Savoff  himself;  but.  shortly  after  he  had  finished 
a  luncheon  of  roast  meat  and  exceUent  Rou- 
manmn  wine,  he  was  conducted  into  the  presence 
of  a  staff-officer  of  distinction. 

"The  general  himself  is  unable  to  see  you  " 
said   the  staff-officer.  motioning   Philip   to    a 
chair.     "He  asked  me  to  make  his  apologies 
to  you  for  the  treatment  you  have  received, 
and  to  assure  you  that  it  was  all  a  mistake. 
In  regard  to  your  difficulties.   I  think   I  am 
m  possession  of  the  fuU  facts  of  the  case.     You 
are  a  friend  of  Petroff's.  are  you  not  ? » 
Philip  answered  that  he  was. 
"  Petroff  is  at  present  in  the  hands  of  a  gang 
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of  gipsies,  who,  under  the  impression  that 
the  prisoner  is  you,  demand  a  ransom  for  his 
life." 

«  That  is  so,"  said  PhUip. 

"Very  weU,  then,"  said  the  officer,  "you 
are  willing  to  risk  your  life  to  save  your 
friend?" 

••  I  am." 

"  That  is  good.  We  also  would  like  to  see 
this  young  and  promising  officer  return  in 
safety  to  his  regiment.  However,  there  is 
something  of  greater  importance  to  the  cause 
of  Bulgaria  than  the  life  of  an  infantry  subaltern. 
I  refer  to  his  dispatches  which  you  hid  in  a 
ruined  wall." 

The  officer  leaned  back  In  his  chair,  crossed 
his  legs,  and  looked  at  Philip  with  a  searching 
glance. 

"  I  understand,"  said  he,  "  you  are  not  alto- 
gether hostile  to  the  Turks." 

"On  the  contrary,"  said  Philip;  "from  what 
I  have  seen  of  them,  I  like  them.  Mistakes 
have  occurred,  of  course ;  but,  on  the  whole, 
I  have  met  with  nothing  but  courtesy  and 
kindness  at  their  hands." 

"As  you  say,"  said  the  Bulgarian,  "they 
are  an  excellent  people.      I    also  like    them. 
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We  have  no  quarrel  with  the  Turks  as  men  • 
we  object  only  to  their  methods  of  government! 
However,  m  war  one  must  not  be  squeamish, 
rhere  are  ends  to  be  attained.  If  possible 
I  am  gomg  to  strike  a  bargain  with  you.  I 
will  put  It  in  your  power  to  save  young  PetrofTs 
afe,  If  you  wiU  promise  to  do  your  utmost  to 
bnng  back  the  dispatches." 

"It  is    a   strange    bargain!"    cried    Philip 
amazed  at  the  cold-blooded  manner  in  which 
the  proposal  was  made. 
The  officer  was  unmoved. 
"  The  dispatches  are   more  important  than 
PetroTs    life.       Your    gallant    friend    himself 
would  be  the  first  to  say  so.     We  can  rescue 
Petroff  without  difficulty.     The  gipsies    have 
arranged  all  that.     But  we  cannot  get  at  the 
dispatches  without  your  help,  because  nobody 
but  yourself  knows  where  they  are." 

"And  if  I  refuse,"  asked  Philip,  "will  you 
let  Petroff  di2?"  ^      wiu  you 

"  By  no  means.  We  shall  first  rescue  him 
from  the  gipsies;  and  we  shall  then  send  him 
back  mto  the  city  to  try  to  find  the  dispatches 
himself.  Without  your  assistance,  he  will  find 
that  difficult.  If  he  fails,  and  falls  into  the 
hands  of  the  enemy,  he  will,  of  course,  be  shot 
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Now,  teU  me.  are  we  to  act  with  or  without 
your  help  ? " 

••  Naturally,"  said  Philip.  "  I  will  do  all  within 
my  power." 

"  '  »™  sure  you  will."  said  the  officer.  ••  The 
word  of  an  English  gentleman  is  enough.  And 
now.  I  wiU  put  you  in  possession  of  the  full 
facte  of  the  case.  Here  is  the  telegram  which 
we  have  received  from  England." 

He  handed  it  to  Philip,  who  first  looked 
at  the  address,  and  saw  that  it  had  been  sent 
to  one  of  his  uncle's  greatest  friends  who  lived 
in  London,  and  from  whom  Sir  Charles  had 
received  a  letter  a  few  days  before  he  was 
murdered.  It  was  doubtless  from  this  letter 
that  Barco  had  obtained  the  address.  The 
following  is  not  the  actual  wording  of  the  letter, 
but  the  sense  is  retained. 

"Mister  Philip  Thornton  is  a  prisoner  in  the 
hands  of  bandits.    A  ransom  oj  live  hundred 
Pi.  .nds  IS  demanded     If  this  is  paid  in  Rodosto, 
on  jr  before  November  the  First,  the  prisoner 
will  be  handed  over  to  whomever  pays  the  ransom. 
If  you,  or  Mister  Thornton's  friends,  refuse  to 
pay,  he  rviU  be  put  to  death.     If  you  desire  to 
pay  the  money,  you  can  go  by  train  from  London 
toConstanza.   Tliereym  can  take  ship  to  Rodosto, 
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where  you  mil  find  a  man  awaiting  you  at  the 
end  of  the  moat  easterly  pier,  or  landing-stage. 
He  will  be  seated  by  the  fide  of  a  basket  of 
melons,  and  you  unll  be  able  to  tell  him  by  the 
red  scarf  he  will  be  wearing  round  his  waist. 
This  man  will  take  you  to  a  place  where  you  will 
pay  over  the  ransom,  and  where  the  prisoner  will 
be  delivered  into  your  hands.  If  nobody  comes, 
he  will  die." 

"You  sec,"  said  the  officer,  laughing,  "to 
rescue  Petroff  will  be  a  very  simple  affair.  I 
will  give  you  four  men  —  four  of  the  tinest 
fellows  I  can  lay  hands  upon,  all  of  whom 
will  be  able  to  speak  Turkish.  You  will  go 
to  Rodosto,  find  your  way  to  the  pier,  meet 
this  gentleman  with  the  red  scarf,  and  go  with 
him  to  the  place  where  Petroff  is  imprisoned. 
Here  are  five  hundred  pounds  in  Bank  of 
England  notes.  You  will  give  these  to  the 
man  who  demands  the  ransom.  He  will  require 
possession  of  them  before  he  sets  the  prisoner 
free.  However,  you  must  let  me  have  them 
back  again.  The  Bulgarian  government  cannot 
afford  to  pay  five  hundred  pounds  for  a  subaltern, 
though  Petroff  s  dispatches  wiU  be  worth  a  great 
deal  more  than  that." 

"  But,  if  I  am  to  hand  over  these  notes  to  the 
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ni*n,"  said  Philip,  "how  wiU  I  be  able  to  give 
them  back  to  you  ? " 

"That  will  happen  in  the  natural  course  of 
events,"  said  the  officer.    "  When  the  man  with 
the  red  sash  leads  you  away,  you  will  be  followed 
by  my  four  men.    Disguised  as  subjects  of  the 
Sultan,  they  will  not  attract  the  least  attention. 
As  soon  as  the  prisoner  has  been  set  at  liberty, 
you  can  trust  these  fine  fellows  to  get  back 
the  money." 
"  And  then  ? "  asked  Philip. 
"And  then,  you  will  give  this  sealed  letter 
to  Lieutenant  Petroff.     It  contains  his  orders. 
He  is  to  return  with  you  to  Adrianople.     To- 
gether you  are  to  endeavour  to  pass  the  out- 
posts and  get  into  the  town.     You  will  lead 
him  to  the  place  where  you  have  hidden  his 
dispatches,  and  with  these  in  your  possession 
you  will  endeavour  to  return.     If  you  fail,  you 
will  have  rendered  up  your  lives  in  a  noble 
cause.     If  you  succeed.  General   Savoff— and, 
indeed,  his   Majesty  the    King    himself— wiJ' 
not  forget  the  services  you  have  rendered  to 
Bulgaria.     You  see,  the  whole  thing  is  going 
to    be    a   dangerous    business    from    start    to 
end." 

"  I  am  aware  of  that,"  said  Philip.    "  I  have 
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been  warned  that  I  enter  Adrianople  again  at 
my  own  risk." 

"  You  will  not  find  it  easy  to  get  in,"  said 
the  officer.  "But,  are  you  prepared  to  take 
the  risk?" 

"I  am,"  said  Philip. 

"  Good.  Needless  to  say,  the  whole  busmess 
is  to  be  kept  absolutely  secret.  These  are  sealed 
orders.  The  four  men  who  are  to  go  with  you 
to  Rodosto  will  be  told  nothmg  of  the  dispatches. 
They  will  have  done  their  duty  when  Petroff 
has  been  set  at  liberty.     That  is  all." 

So  saying,  the  officer  held  out  his  hand,  which 
Philip  took.    Thus  was  the  interview  concluded. 


CHAPTER  XIII 

MR.  STEED  BAYLY 

At   daybreak    the   following   morning,  Philip 
Thornton  set  forth  upon  his  journey  to  Rodosto. 
fl  The  four  men  who  accompanied  him  were  Bul- 

garian peasants  of  Macedonia  who  had  gained 
their  experience  of  warfare  by  serving  with  the 
armed  bands  during  the  insurrection.  They  were 
bold  riders,  skilled  rifle  shots,  and  could  speak 
Turkish  fluently.  All  were  well  provided  with 
ammunition  and  provisions. 

The  enterprise  upon  which  they  were  em- 
barked was  one  of  consummate  danger.  Rodosto 
was  well  within  the  territory  still  in  possession 
of  the  Turks.  To  be  found  disguised  beyond 
the  enemy's  outpost  line  was  to  merit  death. 
Such  is  the  custom  of  war.  Philip's  nationality 
could  not  protect  him.  By  undertaking  this 
mission,  he  had  identified  himself  with  the  cause 
of  the  Allies ;  he  had  declared  himself  an  enemy 
to  the  Turk. 
Moreover,  to  reach  Rodosto  was   no    such 
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simple  matter.    The  Turks,  driven  back  from 
Jenidze,  were  in  position  along  the  line  Baba 
Eski,  Lule  Burgas,  Visa— that  is  to  say,  the 
army  of  Abdullah  Pasha  barred  all  roads  leading 
southward  to  the  coast  of  the  Marmora  Sea. 
Two  courses,  therefore,  were  open  to  Philip  and 
his  escort :  first,  to  ride  west,  towards  Adria- 
nople,  passing  round  the  left  flank  of  the  Otto- 
man army;  secondly,  to  take  the  shorter,  and 
far  more  dangerous,  route,  by  endeavouring  to 
pass  the  Turkish  outposts  immediately  to  the 
south. 

We  are  row  upon  the  eve  of  one  of  the  most 
colossal  conflicts  the  modern  world  has  known. 
The  Battle  of  Lule  Burgas  deserves  to  rank  as 
one  of  the  great  decisive  battles  that  have  sealed 
the  fate  of  nations.  By  the  sacking  of  Constanti- 
nople,  six  hundred  years  ago,  the  Ottoman 
Empire  in  Europe  came  into  its  own.  In  the 
stricken  vaUey  of  the  Karagach,  amid  the  thunder 
of  the  Bulgarian  ari;illery,  the  curtain  was  rung 
down  upon  the  drama  of  Islam,  during  these 
bleak  October  days. 

Our  adventurers  were  well  upon  the  road  by 
the  time  the  sun  had  risen  above  the  dark, 
tree-covered  slopes  of  the  Istranja  Balkans,  which 
form  the  watershed  of  the  Thracian  peninsula. 
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They  moved  at  a  trot  across  the  rear  of  the 
Bulgarian  position. 

Abeady  the  battle  had  begun.  From  three 
directions  the  sound  of  cannon — the  dull  roar 
of  big  guns  firing,  followed  by  the  sharp  "  thud- 
ding "  sound  of  bursting  shells — came  to  the  ears 
of  the  riders.  In  the  direction  of  Visa,  the 
Bulgarian  left  wing  already  engaged  the  Third 
Army  Corps  under  Mahmoud  Mukhtar,  one  of 
the  most  capable  of  the  Turkish  commanders. 
In  the  centre  of  the  line,  a  fierce  artillery  duel 
was  taking  place  between  the  batteries  of  the 
First  Turkish  Army  Corps  and  the  Bulgarians 
on  the  hills  above  Turk  Bey.  But,  even  at  this 
early  hour  of  the  morning,  the  fight  raged 
fiercest  in  the  south,  around  the  little  town  of 
Lule  Burgas. 

Here  General  Savoff  seemed  to  b.ve  concen- 
trated the  majority  of  his  batteries;  for  the 
firing  was  audible  as  one  continuous  roar,  and 
the  smoke  from  the  bursting  shrapnel  rose  high 
in  the  air,  as  if  from  some  mighty  conflagration. 

In  modem  warfare,  the  main  principles  of 
tactics  are  very  simple  to  understand.  All  great 
battles,  since  the  invention  of  explosives,  have 
begun  in  much  the  same  manner,  though  recent 
improvements  in  firearms  have  widely  affected 
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the  formations  and  dispositions  of  troops.    A 
line  of  defence  for  an  army  of  a  hundred  thousand 
men  can  hardly  be  less  than  thirty  miles  from 
flank  to  flank,  because  the  attack  will  be  de- 
veloped on  that  frontage.    An  army,  on  approach- 
ing a  hostile  position,  opens  out  like     fan— or 
to  speak  more  correctly,  like  several  fans,  for 
a  great  force  cannot  move  in  a  single  column. 
These  "fans"  endeavour  to  enfold,  or  outflank, 
the  extremities  of  the  defence ;  whereupon,  the 
defence   extends    its    arms   on   either  suJc-   to 
prevent  the   enemy  creeping  round   upon   its 
rear.     Fmally,  there  comes  a  time  when  neither 
side  can  stretch  itself  further  towards  the  flanks 
without  weakening  the  centre.     Then  the  action 
begins. 

The  attack  opens  with  what  is  known  as  the 
"Preparation  by  Artillery."  By  means  of  con- 
centrated artillery  fire,  the  attacking  force  en- 
deavours to  find  out  the  weak  points  in  the 
line  of  defence,  and  to  shake  the  moral,  or 
confidence,  of  the  enemy  at  the  place  where  the 
infantry  assault  is  to  be  delivered. 

On  this  Tuesday  morning  of  the  twenty- 
ninth  of  October,  there  was  no  doubt  as  to  the 
objective  of  the  main  Bulgarian  attack.  Before 
the  Turks  had  time  to  reinforce  their  left,  the 
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thunderbolt  had  fallen  upon  the  town  of  Lule 
Burgas.  Philip  and  his  escort,  coming  suddenly 
upon  the  crest-line  of  a  hill,  looked  down  upon 
a  wide,  sweeping  valley,  entirely  destitute  of 
cover,  where  the  whole  drama  was  being  enacted. 

In  inid- valley  was  the  town  of  Lule  Burgas, 
with  the  tall,  slender  minarets  of  a  mosque 
rising  above  the  tops  of  neighbouring  trees. 
Upon  the  town  four  roads  converged,  two  of 
which  could  be  seen  ascending  the  slopes  on 
the  opposite  side  of  the  valley,  into  the  heart 
of  the  Turkish  position.  About  four  miles  to 
the  south  was  the  railway  station ;  and  east  of 
that  they  could  see  the  great  iron  bridge  where 
the  permanent  way  from  Constantinople  to 
Vienna  spanned  the  Ergene  River. 

It  was  as  if  Lule  Burgas  was  in  flames. 
The  entire  population,  panic-stricken,  were  flying 
for  their  lives  to  the  east.  The  two  roads 
across  the  valley  were  ^  ^nged  with  fugitives. 
T'he  town  itself  was  v  le  only  at  intervals, 
when  the  clouds  of  smoke  cleared  upon  the 
wind.  The  air  was  alive  with  shells.  From 
Lule  Burgas  to  the  railway  station  there  was 
a  kind  of  storm  upon  the  face  of  a  plain  of 
meadow-land  and  ploughed  fields.  The  valley 
was  traversed  from  end  to  end  by  rollmg  waves 
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of  smoke.    The  flashes  of  bursting  shrapnel  were 
Wee  phosphorus  in  the  sea.    Common  sheU  from 
Creusot  and  Maxim-No  Jenfeldt  hurled  upward 
earth,  rock,  and  brickwork  in  lines  of  savage 
fountains.    It  seemed  impossible  that  anyone 
could  hve  m  the  midst  of  it ;  and  yet,  invisible, 
one  sohtary  Turkish  regiment,  ordered  to  hold 
on  at  every  cost,  waiting  for  reinforcements, 
stubbornly  refused  to  retire. 

Neither  Philip  nor  the  Bulgarians  who  ac 
companied  him  thought  any  more  of  their 
journey  to  Rodosto.  It  was  as  if  they  were 
rooted  to  the  spot.  They  could  not  take  their 
eyes  from  the  spectacle,  at  once  .  lorious  and 
appalhng,  that  was  taking  place  in  the  valley 
at  their  feet.  ' 

man,    the    fighting   instinct    still    survives    so 
stoongly  that  the  sound  of  guns,  and  the  sight 
of  men  marching  shoulder  to  shoulder  into  the 
jaws  of  death,  appeal    to  primitive  emotions. 
There  is  nothing  in  the  world  so  singularly 
dramatic  as  the  field  of  battle.     In  everyone  of 
us  there  ,s  a  little  of  the  gambler;  and  it  is  the 
greatest  gamble  that  ever  can  be,  when  Life 
.belf  IS  the  stake.     Upon  this  field  of  Lule 
Burgas,  an  empire  was  in  jeopardy.    If  Phihp 
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felt  inclined  to  gallop  down  into  the  valley  and 
take  part  in  the  action  itself,  the  temptation  to 
remain  upon  that  hill  and  watch  the  engrossing 
current  of  events  was  completely  irresistible. 

Suddenly,  long  lines  of  Bulgarian  infantry 
sprang,  as  it  were  by  magic,  from  the  ground. 
They  had  been  lying  under  cover  throughout 
the  early  hours  of  the  morning,  awaiting  the 
moment  to  advance.  They  were  formed  in 
two  columns.  The  left  column  bore  down  upon 
the  town.  The  other  wheeled  to  the  right,  and 
drove  forward  upon  the  railway  station  and  the 
bridge. 

Musketry  fire  broke  out  along  the  Turkish 
firing-line,  as  a  wave  breaks  upon  a  beach, 
running  from  flank  to  flank.  The  batteries 
redoubled  their  efforts:  from  one  end  of  the 
valley  to  the  other,  smoke  and  dust  arose  like 
steam,  in  the  midst  of  which  the  white  flashes 
of  the  bursting  shells  were  like  sparks  in  the 
wind,  that  appear,  glitter,  and  vanish. 

On  the  eastern  slopes  of  the  valley  the  fugi- 
tives were  still  visible.  Philip  had  been  provided 
with  a  pair  of  field-glasses,  and  with  the  help  of 
these  he  was  able  to  witness  a  scene  of  inordinate 
confusion.  The  roads  were  blocked  by  the  in- 
habitants of  Lule  Burgas:  men,  women,  and 
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children;  carts,  wagons,  and  pack  animals; 
wounded  men,  dragging  themselves  with  diffi- 
culty and  in  pain  to  the  rear,  and  half-starved, 
panic-stricken  soldiers  who  had  thrown  down 
their  arms  and  taken  to  headlong  flight.  Though 
the  great  battle  was  as  yet  in  its  infancy,  and 
the  result  by  no  means  certain,  the  headlong 
flight  to  Constantinople  had  begun. 

One  of  the  Bulgarians  laid  a  hand  on  Philip's 
shoulder,  and  then  pointed  to  the  hills  to  the 
east. 

"  If  we  could  but  cross  the  valley,"  said  he, 
"  we  could  take  part  in  the  retreat.  They  are 
all  terrified,  those  people.  Everyone  is  thinking 
only  of  his  own  safety,  of  himself.  No  questions 
would  be  asked.  We  could  ride  straight  through 
to  Rodosto,  and  reach  the  town  to-night." 

This  caused  Philip  to  remember  the  object  of 
his  journey.  It  was  already  the  twenty-ninth ; 
if  they  were  not  in  Rodosto  by  November  the 
first,  Boris  would  be  put  to  death.  He  did  not 
know  how  far  he  would  have  to  ride  to  the 
west  in  order  to  pass  round  the  left  flank  of 
the  I'urkish  position.  It  occurred  to  him  that 
he  and  his  companions  might  attach  themselves 
to  some  Bulgarian  infantry  regiment,  moving 
forward  in  support.     Thence,  they  might   be 
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able  to  take  advantage  of  the  conformation  of 
the  ground  to  join  the  Turkish  retreat. 

"  I  am  willing  to  take  the  risk,"  said  he,  in 
answer  to  the  man  who  had  spoken. 

The  three  others  instantly  agreed.  They 
seemed  to  hold  their  lives  of  little  account ;  and 
all  five  moved  down  into  the  valley. 

Presently,  they  came  up  with  the  reserves  of 
the  Bulgarian  brigade  which  was  advancing  on 
Lule  Burgas.  They  kept  as  much  to  the  left 
as  possible,  knowing  that  in  the  vicinity  of  the 
railway  line  there  was  but  one  bridge  across  the 
river,  whereas,  to  the  north,  the  smaller,  tribu- 
tary streams  were  fordable  on  horseback. 

The  staff-officer  had  given  Philip  a  letter, 
explaining  his  identity,  and  instructing  all 
brigadiers  and  commanders  of  regiments  to  do 
their  utmost  to  assist  him  to  reach  the  Turkish 
position.  The  general  who  was  conducting  the 
assault  advised  them  to  bear  to  the  north.  He 
said  that  their  only  hope  was  to  break  through 
between  the  First  and  Fourth  Turkish  Arffcy 
Corps.  He  considered  the  enterprise  quite  im- 
practicable by  daylight,  but  thought  they  would 
have  no  difficulty  in  crossing  after  nightfall. 

This,  indeed,  seemed  the  wisest  plan.  Taking 
advantage  of  the  cover  afforded  by  the  small 
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stream  that  flows  to  the  west  of  Turk  Bey,  they 
dismounted,  and  led  their  horses  northward. 
They  were  now  in  the  very  heart  of  the  conflict. 
Shells  shrieked  in  the  air  from  either  side  of  the 
valley.  Bullets  sped  past— each  with  a  soft, 
two-noted  whistle,  like  the  chirping  of  a  bird — 
to  bury  themselves  in  the  soft  earth,  or  ricochet 
with  a  sound  like  that  which  is  made  by  tearing 
paper.  The  noise  was  deafening.  Though  no 
sign  of  life  was  to  be  seen,  the  musketry  swelled 
on  every  hand  in  one  long,  continuous  roar. 
They  were  midway  between  the  opposing 
batteries,  and  each  cannon-shot  threatened  tn 
break  the  drums  of  their  ears.  On  the  Bul- 
garian side,  machine-guns  rattled  without  ceas- 
ing; and  high  above  them — too  high  to  be 
effective — the  Turks  exploded  their  shrapnel,  so 
that  white  clouds  of  smoke  went  drifting  south- 
ward on  the  wind. 

Philip  was  beginning  to  think  that  the 
Bulgarian  general  was  right;  that  they  would 
have  to  wait  for  darkness,  when  they  came  upon 
a  gully,  or  dried-up  watercourse,  that  led  due 
east  to  the  centre  of  the  Ottoman  position. 
They  followed  this  for  some  distance,  leading 
their  horses  with  difficulty  over  the  uneven, 
broken    ground;     and    presently,    they    came 
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within  sight  of  the  Turkish  firing-line.  Philip, 
with  the  aid  of  his  glasses,  was  able  to  ascertain 
that  these  men  were  not  firing  in  thtir  direction. 
Their  rifles  were  pointed  to  the  north,  where 
doubtless  the  central  Bulgarian  attack  was 
taking  place. 

Now  was  the  time  to  make  a  bid  for  their 
goal.  If  they  could  but  gain  that  hilltop,  a 
fair  road  would  lie  before  them  to  Rodosto.  It 
was  one  of  the  Bulgarians  who  suggested  that 
they  should  mount  and  urge  their  horses  for- 
war'    *  a  gallop. 

4  *.w  yards  farther  on,  they  came  forth  at 
the  head  of  the  gully,  and  before  them  was  a 
treeless,  grassy  slope  across  which  they  must 
run  the  gauntlet  for  a  distance  of  about  seven 
hundred  yards. 

They  were  immediately  sighted  by  the  Turks 
who,  to  their  intense  relief,  hesitated  to  open 
fire.  For  a  moment,  they  thought  they  were 
safe.  And  then  it  became  apparent  that  their 
danger  lay  in  the  Bulgarian  batteries  and 
battalions  ranged  upon  the  western  slopes  of 
the  valley. 

There  was  every  reason  for  the  blunder. 
They  were  disguised  as  Turks;  they  had 
already  almost  succeeded  in  gaining  the  Turkish 
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position.  They  were  mistaken,  no  doubt,  for 
scouts,  driven  in  by  the  advancing  Bulgarian 
infantry.  A  perfect  stream  of  bullets  whistled 
past  them.  As  they  galloped  for  their  lives,  a 
battery,  pushed  forward  to  the  mid-valley, 
caught  sight  of  them,  and  opened  fire. 

To  Philip  Thornton  it  seemed,  at  the  time, 
that  those  brief  moments  must  surely  be  his 
last.  There  was  a  sound  in  his  ears  like  that 
of  steam,  as  the  bullets  rushed  past.  On  every 
hand  were  the  flashes  of  bursting  shrapnel,  great 
clouds  of  dust  and  smoke,  and  the  fiendish 
shrieking  of  living  shells.  Then,  on  a  sudden, 
there  was  a  white  flame  at  his  horse's  head. 
He  was  thrown  violently  from  the  saddle- 
hurled  through  the  air,  i.  fall  at  full  length 
upon  the  ground. 

For  some  seconds,  he  could  see  nothing,  but 
dust  and  smoke.  He  lay  motionless,  not  daring 
to  lift  his  head ;  and  after  a  while,  the  bullets 
were  silent  and  the  shells  ceased  to  burst. 

Lifting  himself  upon  an  arm,  he  beheld  the 
disaster  that  had  befallen  him.  He  and  his 
companions  had  come  forth  from  the  gully  in 
a  crowd.  They  had  had  no  time  to  open  out ; 
and  a  shell  had  burst  in  their  midst. 

Fo*      of  the  five  horses  lay  dead,  and  the 
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other  wa«  kicking  frantically  on  the  ground, 
unable  to  get  to  its  feet.  Philip  was  able  to  see 
only  two  of  the  four  men  who  had  formed  his 
escort ;  and  on  these  he  had  no  desire  to  look 
for  longer  than  a  moment.  They  had  been 
literally  blown  to  pieces. 

Then,  he  bee  e  aware  of  loud  shouts  above 
him,  and  looking  upward,  he  beheld  the  Turkish 
soldiers  on  the  hill,  calling  to  him  to  make  haste 
and  join  their  ranks. 

He  got  to  his  feet,  surprised  to  find  himself 
unhurt,  and  ran  as  fast  as  he  could.  The  battery 
did  not  open  fire  upon  him.  Doubtless,  the 
gunners  thought  that  a  single  fugitive  was  not 
worth  the  expenditure  of  ammunition.  He  was 
fired  at  by  riflemen,  it  is  true ;  but,  these  were 
under  fire  themselves,  and  at  long  range,  so  that 
accurate  shooting  was  impossible. 

He  cav-^e  upon  a  party  of  Turkish  infantry, 
lying  on  their  faces,  behind  the  cover  afforded 
by  a  shelter  trench.  He  moved  towards  tliem, 
but  they  told  him  to  go  away,  saying  that  he 
was  without  a  rifle,  and  that  there  was  no  more 
room  in  the  trench.  Bullets  wee  singing  past 
their  ears. 

Philip  wished  for  nothing  better  than  to  take 
himself   from   the  hills.     He  was,   in  fact,  as 
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anxious  to  get  out  of  the  battle  as  he  had  been 
to  get  iiito  it— which  sentiment  was  entirely 
human,  after  all.  It  is  one  thing  to  be  stirred 
by  brave  deeds,  to  behold  war  in  all  its  pomp 
and  magnificence,  to  feel  one's  blood  rushing 
through  one's  ^-^eins  with  a  monstrous  roar  of 
cannon  in  one's  ears ;  it  is  another  matter  to 
find  oneself  armed  only  with  a  revolver — a  mere 
ninnmg  target  for  riflemen  and  guns.  Philip 
bore  straight  ahead  with  all  dispatch,  and  was 
soon  relieved  to  find  himself  going  downhill 
again,  so  that  the  bullets  were  flying  harmlessly 
far  above  his  head. 

Before  him  was  another  valley,  narrower  than 
the  first.  Here  a  regiment  of  Turkish  infantry 
was  lying  in  support,  ready  to  take  its  place 
in  the  firing-line.  On  the  crest-line  of  the  hills 
above,  several  batteries  were  in  action,  directing 
their  fire  upon  the  Bulgarian  guns  to  the  west. 

As  Philip  ascended  the  hill,  he  caught  sight 
of  the  most  northerly  of  the  two  roads  that  con- 
verged at  Lule  Burgas.  Hereabouts  was  a 
village,  and  upon  an  adj-  cent  hilltop  he  saw 
a  large  flag  upon  which  was  the  Crescent. 
Around  the  flag  was  a  small  group  of  officers, 
everyone  of  whom  had  his  glasses  raised  to  his 
eyes. 
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Havi.^j^  no  wish  to  be  questioned,  Philip  bore 
to  1 1'j  left,  keeping  a  little  below  the  crest-line. 
He  now  haci  jme  to  consider  his  situation. 
He  '.ad  hh  revolver  and  a  certain  amount  of 
money  and  ammunition,  but  he  had  neither  food, 
nor  horse,  nor  any  idea  as  to  how  he  was  to 
reach  Rodosto.  He  knew  only  that  the  seaport 
town  was,  at  the  very  least,  forty-five  miles 
distant  from  Lule  Burgas.  He  had  ah-eady 
experienced  the  difficulties  of  travelling  on  foot 
in  a  country  with  few  roads,  in  which  he  was 
a  total  stranger.  It  appeared  that  alone  he 
would  have  small  chance  of  reaching  Rodosto 
in  time  to  save  Boris  from  his  fate. 

There  was  no  help  for  it :  he  would  have  to 
speak  to  someone,  and  run  the  risk  of  detection. 
If  by  any  chance  he  was  suspected  and  searched, 
the  two  letters  of  the  Bulgarian  staff  officer 
would  be  found  upon  him,  and  he  would  be 
shot  at  sight  as  a  spy.  Whilst  these  thoughts 
were  passing  through  his  mind,  he  caught  sight 
of  the  solitary  figure  of  a  man  upon  a  hilltop. 
A  saddled  horse  was  near  at  hand,  grazing  upon 
the  rank  grass  that  grew  upon  the  uplands, 
totally  indifferent  to  the  shells  that  burst  around 
it.  It  was  with  a  heart  beating  quickly  in 
suspense  that  Philip  walked  in  the  direction  of 
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this  man,  with  the  object  of  finding  out,  by 
indirect  means,  where  he  could  procure  a  horse. 
As  Philip  approached,  the  man  turned  round, 
and  asked  him  in  excellent  French  if  he  had 
seen  anything  of  the  battle.  Philip  was  too 
surprised  to  answer,  for  he  saw  at  once  that  the 
speaker  was  an  Englishman,  who,  moreover, 
made  no  attempt  to  disguise  the  fact. 

This  gentleman  was  dressed  in  khaki  of  a 
military  cut,  but  with  plain  leather  buttons  and 
no  badges  of  rank.  He  wore  puttees,  and 
around  his  neck  a  white  hunting-stock,  with  a 
gold  safety-pin.  From  his  shoulders  depended 
a  haversack  and  a  water-bottle,  the  case  of  a 
pair  if  field-glasses  he  held  in  his  hand,  and 
a  large-sized  folding  camera. 

"You  are  an  Englishman!"  cried  Philip, 
speaking  in  his  own  language  for  the  first  time 
for  many  weeks. 

"What  do  I  look  like?  A  Bashibazouk ! 
But,  surely,  you're  not  a  Britisher,  too?" 

Philip  was  so  glad  to  have  found  one  of  his 
own  countrymen,  that  forthwith  he  blurted  out 
the  truth,  and  then  endeavoured  to  minimise 
the  risk  he  had  taken,  by  imploring  the  English- 
man to  keep  his  secret. 
"I'm  an  Englishman,"  said  he;    "but,  for 
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mercy's  sake,  don't  say  a  word  to  anyone !     I 
must  get  to  Rodosto  to-morrow,  if  not  to-night." 

Tl]e  Englishman  thrust  his  field-glasses  into 
their  case,  produced  an  eyeglass,  and  jammed 
it  into  his  eye.  Then,  for  fully  a  minute, 
without  uttering  a  word,  he  examined  Philip 
from  head  to  foot. 

"  I  don't  know  you,"  said  he.  "  To  the  best 
of  my  belief,  I  never  saw  you  in  my  life." 

"  There's  no  reason  why  you  should  have  seen 
me,"  answered  Philip. 

"I  don't  know,"  answered  the  other,  with 
a  shrug,  and  then  added  the  most  irrelevant 
remark ;  "  Fleet  Street  is  very  small." 

"  Fleet  Street ! "  exclaimed  Philip.  Whereat 
-Englishman  stamped  his  foot  impatiently, 
^on't  look  as  if  you  had  never  heard  the 
name  in  your  life  I "  he  cried.  "  You  can't  fool 
me.  I  positively  can't  be  fooled.  What  paper 
do  you  represent  ?  By  Jove !  the  Daily  Gazette 
would  pay  some  money  to  get  you.  The  chap 
who  can  dress  himself  up  as  a  Turk,  and 
wander  about  the  battlefield,  looking  like 
a  stray  lamb,  is  worth  a  bit  in  these  days  of 
press  censors  and  doctored  official  reports. 
You're  a  new  hand,  too,  or  I  would  know 
your  face." 
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"  I  give  you  my  word  of  honour,"  said  Philip, 
"  that  I  am  no  more  a  war-correspondent  than 
a  Turk.  My  name  is  Philip  Thornton.  I  came 
to  this  country  with  my  uncle,  Sir  Charles 
Thornton,  of  whom  vou  may  have  heard.  My 
uncle  was  murder.  -  disguised  myself  to 
avenge  him.  I  have  passed  through  aU  sorts 
of  adventures,  and  must  reach  Rodosto,  on 
a  matter  of  life  or  death." 

The  Englishman  dropped   his  eyeglass   and 
drew  out  a  long  whistle. 

"At  any  rate,"  said  he,  "that's  frank,  and 
to  the  point.  I  must  introduce  myself,  and 
tell  my  story  as  briefly  as  you  have  told  yours. 
My  name  is  Steed  Bayly,  special  war-corre- 
spondent of  the  Daihj  Gazette.  I  left  Constanti- 
nople ten  days  ago,  and  found  myself  shut 
up  with  one  or  two  old  friends,  several  photo- 
graphers and  a  cinematograph  gentleman,  at 
Chorlu.  Seeing  that  I  was  not  likely  to  get 
any  startling  intelligence  by  remaining  at  Chorlu, 
and  being  refused  permission  to  leave  camp, 
I  rode  out  last  night,  passed  the  piquets,' 
and  here  I  am." 

'And  what  do  you  propose  to  do?"  asked 
Philip. 

"  That's  my  business,"  said  the  other.     •«  You 
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"  I  give  yon  my  word  of  honour,"  suid  l»hil!i 
"thut  I  am  no  more  a  war-correspondcnt  tli., 
a  'J'urk.  My  name  is  Philip  Thornton.  I  c:.n. 
to  this  country  with  my  uncle.  Sir  Churl. 
Tliornton,  of  whom  you  may  huxe  heard.  M  . 
uncle  was  murdered.  I  disguised  myself  f. 
avenge  him.  I  have  passed  through  all  sor: 
of  adventures,  and  must  reach  Hodosto,  ,.: 
a  matter  of  life  or  death." 

The  Englishman    dropped    his   eyeglass    ar,(. 
drew  out  a  long  whistle. 

'•At   any   rate,'   said   lie,   "that's   frank,  a.,-., 
to  the   point.     I    must    introduce   myself,   a.r! 
tell  my  story  a.s  bricHy  as  you  have  told  y,,,,- 
My   name    is    Steed    JJayh,   special    war-con- 
spondent  of  the  JJaih,  Guzctlc.     I  left  Constai.. 
nople    ten   days   ago,    and    found    myself   sh,. 
up  with  on.   or  t^vo  ol.l  friends,  sevJral  phoiu 
g'-aplicrs    and    a    cinematr)graph    gentleman,    -y. 
Choilu.     Seeing  that    I    was    not   likely  to  ^.- 
any  startling  intelligence  by  remaining  at"  ChoHt: 
and   being  refused    permission    lo   leave   ca;,.; 
I     rode    out    last    night,    passed    the    pi<,ue/, 
and  litre  I  am." 

-And  what   do  you  propose  to  do?"  askc-i 
Philip. 

'•  Tiiat's  my  business,  "  said  the  other.     "  V<,u 
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yourself— if    I    remember    rightly— were    not 
particularly  confiding." 

"  I  can  only  tell  you  this,"  said  Philip,  ••  I 
must  go  to  Rodosto,  to  save  the  life  of  a  friend. 
You  probably  have  a  spare  horse  somewhere. 
I  propose  to  borrow  that  horse,  for  to  reach 
Rodosto  on  foot  is  wellnigh  impossible." 

*•  Stop  a  bit  I  "  said  the  war-correspondent, 
hastily  pulling  out  his  camera  to  take  a  snap- 
shot of  a  Turkish  general  and  his  staff,  who 
drew  rein  quite  near  to  them,  watched  the 
battle  for  a  few  minutes,  and  then  galloped 
away  to  the  north.*  "  Why  on  earth  should 
I  lend  you  my  spare  horse  ? "  he  asked,  putting 
his  camera  back  into  its  case. 

"You  will,"  said  Philip,  "when  I  tell  you 
that  this  morning  I  left  the  head-quarters  of 
the  Bulgarian  army.  I  have  seen  more  of 
the  battle  than  you  could  possibly  have  seen 
from  here.  I  can  tell  you  that  two  attacks 
are  taking  place  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Lule 
Burgas ;  one  upon  the  railway  bridge,  and  the 
other  upon  the  town  itself.  I  can  give  you 
details  concerning  the  battle  of  Jenidze  about 
which— if  you  have  just  come  from  Chorlu— 
you  can  know  nothing  whatsoever.     I  can  tell 

*  See  illustration,  feeing  page  06. 
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you  that  Adrianople  is  invested.  And  if  these 
facts  are  not  worth  more  to  the  proprietors 
of  the  Daily  Gazette  than  the  price  of  a  horse, 
I  shall  go  elsewhere  to  get  one." 

"  My  lad,"  cried  the  war-correspondent,  adopt- 
ing  a  tone  of  levity  that  seemed  vastly  out 
of  place  in  the  midst  of  those  grim  surroundings, 
"  my  lad,  I  have  dreamed  of  things  like  this. 
You  shall  have  a  horse  and  food  and  golden 
raiment.     You  shall  come  with  me  to  Rodosto. 
You  shall  save  your  friend— if  he  is  the  biggest 
scoundrel  unhanged.     And  I  shall  make  a  cmip. 
There's  my  hand  on  the  bargain." 
"  Come,"  cried  Philip,  "  let  us  start  at  once ! " 
"Oh,    impetuosity,    thy    name    is    youth  I" 
exclaimed  Mr.  Steed  Bayly,  swinging  his  eye- 
glass  m  his  hand.     "Be  reasonable,   my  son. 
My  part  of  the  business  has  to  be  considered." 
"  You  mean,"  said  Philip,  "  we  must  wait  ? " 
"We    mean,"    said    the    war-correspondent, 
"  that  the  engagement  has  only  just  begun.     We 
mean  that  this  is  going  to  be  one  of  the  great 
battles  of  the  world.     I  saw  Port  Arthur  taken ; 
I  was  present  at  .Mukden,  Pieter's  Hill,  Spion 
Kop,  Colenso  and  Dargai ;  and  I  am  not  likely 
to  leave  this  neighbourhood  until  the  battle 
is  over." 
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"  But,  that  may  he  days ! "  cried  Philip. 

"  I  think  not,"  said  the  other.  "  To-morrow 
night  will  settle  the  matter,  one  way  or  the 
other.  Then,  d  Rodostol  We'll  gallop  every 
inch  of  it ;  you  to  your  friend  who  lies  prostrate 
beneath  the  sword  of  Damocles,  and  I— to 
the  end  of  the  nearest  cable." 

"I  must  be  in  Rodosto  before  the  first  of 
November,"  said  Philip. 

"  My  child,"  said  Bayly  in  a  comforting  tone, 
"  I  give  you  my  word,  you  shall."  Then,  once 
again,  he  lifted  his  field-glasses  to  his  eyes. 
"  Now,  let  us  see,"  he  said,  "  how  the  day  goes 
for  Turkey." 
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CHAPTER  XIV 

LULE  BURGAS 

There  was  never  any  doubt  that  Mr.  Steed 
Bayly  was  master  of  the  situation  and  quite 
aware  of  the  fact.  It  was  as  if  he  held  PhUip 
in  the  hollow  of  his  hand. 

As  they  stood,  side  by  side,  upon  that  hill- 
top, looking  down  upon  the  battle,  the  war- 
correspondent  proved    the  most  charming    of 
companions.     His  experienced  eye  was  able  to 
take  in  the  ever-changing  situation  at  a  glance. 
He  understood  the  movements  of  troops,  and 
could  tell  by  the  nature  and  direction  of  the 
finng    how  the  battle  progressed.     Never  for 
one  moment  did  he  lose  his  almost  perfect  self- 
possession.     On  one  occasion,  when  a  party  of 
fugitives  were  retiring  in  haste,  a  shell  burst 
within  a  few  yards  of  him  and  covered  him  with 
dust.    When  the  smoke  cleared,  one  soldier  had 
been  killed  and  two  lay  wounded  on  the  ground ; 
and  there  was  Steed  Bayly  putting  away  his 
camera  with  a  look  of  sublime  satisfaction. 
For  the  rest  of  the  time,  he  played  with  his 
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eyeglass,  and  made  the  most  flippant  remarks. 
Still,  for  all  his  levity,  it  was  obvious  that  he 
looked  upon  the  business  upon  which  he  was 
engaged  as  the  most  serious  matter  in  the  world. 
He  was  a  man  of  but  one  idea,  and  that  idea 
was  the  Daily  Gazette.  That  Philip  should 
die  of  starvation,  or  that  Boris  Petroff  should 
be  murdered  in  Rodosto,  was  of  small  account 
in  the  opinion  of  Steed  Bayly,  when  compared 
with  the  importance  of  three  columns  in  the 
paper  that  employed  him,  surmounted  by  start- 
ling headlines. 

One  thing  was  obvious  to  Philip  from  the 
first :  that  Bayly  would  not  leave  the  field  until 
the  issue  of  the  battle  was  decided.  He  there- 
fore determined  to  make  the  best  of  a  bad  busi- 
ness, and  for  a  time  the  excitement  of  the  scene 
he  witnessed  caused  him  to  forget  all  about 
Boris  and  the  letters  he  carried  in  his  pocket. 

Steed  Bayly,  who  had  taken  up  one  of  the 
most  advantageous  positions  on  the  field,  whence 
he  was  able  to  view  a  large  expanse  of  country, 
explained  the  battle  as  it  progressed :  and  when- 
ever there  was  any  pause  in  the  fighting,  he 
plied  Philip  with  a  string  of  questions,  concern- 
ing the  movements  of  the  Bulgarians  on  the 
other  side    of   the  river,  and    the  operations 
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during  the  last  week  in  the  direction  of  Mustafa 
I'asha.  Philip^as  we  know-had  kept  his  eyes 
open  during  his  adventures  in  Thrace;  and 
nearly  every  word  he  said  subsequently  ap- 
peared m  Bayly's  famous  despatch. 

Until  three  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  the  fight 
raged  fiercest  around  the  town  of  Lule  Burgas 
With  fearful  loss,  the  Bulgarians  carried  the 
position  at  the  bayonet's  pomt.  But,  by  then 
so  many  Turkish  batteries  had  concentrated 
their  fire  upon  the  town  that  only  the  western 
part  of  the  place  was  tenable. 

In  the  centre,  the  Bulgarians  endeavoured 
to  drive  through  the  position  between  the  First 
and  Second  Army  Corps.     It  was  here  that 
the  Turks  held  their  own.     Farther    to    the 
north,  m  the  neighbourhood  of  Visa,  the  day 
went  weU    for    the  Crescent;    for    Mahmoud 
Mukhtar    not    only    repulsed    the     Bulgarian 
advance,  but  actually  drove  the  enemy  back 
through   the    thickly.wooded    country   to    the 
south-east  of  Bunar  Hissar. 
They    received    this    information    from    an 

""Itf!:.^^"'  ''^^^  '°"*^'  ^*«  looking  for 
Abdullah  Pasha,  the  Commander-in-Chief. 
Bayly,  who  seemed  to  know  everything,  pointed 
out  the  direction  in  which  the  general  was  most 
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likely  to  be  found.  He  conducted  the  orderly 
some  little  distance  along  the  crest-line  to  a 
place  whence  the  great  crescent  flag  was  visible 
upon  a  hilltop,  above  the  village  of  Sakiskeui. 

During  the  latter  part  of  the  afternoon,  Philip 
and  Steed  Bayly  walked  toward  the  left  flank 
of  the  Turkish  position.  Here  they  found  that 
the  town  of  Lule  Burgas  was  still  in  possession 
of  the  Bulgarians.  On  questioning  a  wounded 
soldier,  they  learnt  that  throughout  the  after- 
noon the  Bulgarians  had  made  several  futile 
attempts  to  advance ;  but  the  Turkish  artillery 
fire  was  so  heavy  and  well  directed  that  the 
enemy  could  make  no  progress.  The  plain  was 
littered  with  their  dead. 

About  the  time  of  their  arrival  at  the  head- 
quarters of  Abouk  Pasha,  the  Commander  of  the 
Fourth  Army  Corps,  an  independent  cavalry 
division  was  moved  to  the  left,  in  support  of 
the  Turkish  infantry  defending  the  railway 
bridge.  Steed  Bayly  descended  the  hill,  in  order 
to  photograph  the  leading  regiment.*  He  then 
returned  to  Philip,  and  together  they  witnessed 
the  last  phase  of  the  first  day  of  the  battle. 

This  was  a  most  heroic  attempt  on  the  part 
of  the  Turks  to  recapture  the  town.    The  lead- 

*  See  illustntioDj  facing  page  222. 


1 ) . 


il' ! 


208  THE  SWORD  OF  DELIVERANCE 

ing  brigade  swept  down  into  the  valley.    Though 
they  immediately  came  under  a  withering  fir^ 
from  the  Bulgarian  infantry  in  Lule  Burgas  and 
the  sheUs  from  the  batteries  upon  the  hills  to 
the    west,    nothing   daunted,   these    invincible 
soldiers  moved  forward  with  determination  and 
precision.     For  a  moment  it  seemed  as  if  the 
day  was  theirs.     On  the  right  of  the  line  the 
Bulgarians  were  actuaUy  falling  back,  when  the 
result  of  years  of  misrule  and  corruption  de- 
prived them  of  the  victory  that  should  have 
been  theirs.     One  after  the  other,  the  batteries 
upon  the  hills  south  of  Sakiskeui  ran  out  of 
ammunition. 

The  Bulgarian  gunners  continued  to  ply  the 
advancing  infantry  with  sheU.  On  the  Turkish 
side  the  firing  became  desultory  and  half-hearted. 
And  those  soldiers,  who  themselves  were  starving, 
were  left  upon  the  stricken  field  unsupported  by 
artillery  and  with  no  reserve  ammunition  for 
their  rifles. 

Yet  there  was  no  thought  of  retreat.  The 
Turk  was  still  the  Turk  of  Plevna;  he  held 
manfully  to  his  ground,  until  the  shadow  of 
darkness  spread  across  the  field,  and  gradually 
the  roar  of  battle  died  down  to  a  silence  that 
was  broken  only  by  the  groans  and  pitiful  com- 
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plaints  of  the  thousands  of  wounded  who  lay, 
lost  and  unattended,  in  the  darkness  of  the 
valley. 

It  was  not  until  night  had  fallen,  and  the 
intense  excitement  of  the  last  eight  hours  a 
thing  of  the  past,  that  Philip  thought  of  his  own 
personal  comforts.  He  was  hungry  and  exceed- 
ingly tired.  He  asked  Bayly  what  he  proposed 
to  do. 

"  My  child,"  said  the  war-correspondent,  ♦*  fear 
not.     I'm  an  old  campaigner.     First,  I'm  going 
to  interview  the  Commander-in-Chief,  to  find 
out  what  he  intends  to  do  to-morrow.     Then 
you  and  I  will  set  out  to  find  Esau.     Esau— 
I  must  tell  you— is  my  'guide,  philosopher,  and 
friend ' ;  incidentally,  he  is  my  groom,  my  cook, 
and  dragoman.     He  is  an  Albanian  ;  a  hairy 
man.     His  real  name  is  quite  unpronounceable, 
but  he  answers  all  right  to  Esau.     I   cannot 
promise  you  a  table  d'hote  dinner,  but  Esau 
will  have  something  for  us  to  eat.    You  may 
be  perfectly  certain  of  that." 

Thus  running  on  in  an  incessant  flood  of  talk, 
and  leading  his  horse  by  the  reins.  Steed  Bayly 
led  the  way  to  the  village  of  Sakiskeui.  There, 
leaving  Philip  outside  the  village,  he  had  a  long 
talk  with  Abdullah  Pasha.     When  he  returned, 
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he  appeared  considerably  annoyed.  Philip  asked 
him  what  had  happened. 

"I  have  received  a  shock,"  said  he,  "of  a 
severe  nature,  from  which  it  will  take  time  to 
recover.  I  told  you  I  left  my  brother  corrC' 
spondents  kicking  their  heels  in  Chorlu.  Just 
now,  when  I  marched  into  the  house  where 
Abdullah  has  billeted  himself,  the  first  person 
I  set  eyes  upon  was  Mallory,  of  the  Morning 
Glory.  He  did  not  seem  particularly  pleased 
to  see  me,  and  gave  me  the  cheerful  information 
that  he  has  every  reason  to  believe  that  Jackson 
of  The  Delphian  is  also  somewhere  on  the  field. 
You  see,"  he  added,  "  I  was  under  the  impression 
that  I  was  the  only  correspondent  on  the  spot." 

Philip  condoled  with  all  the  sympathy  he 
could  muster,  though — to  speak  the  truth — he 
cared  very  little  about  the  rivalries  of  these 
newspapers. 

"  Still,"  said  Bayly,  brightening,  "  there  is  no 
reason  to  be  down-hearted.  I've  learnt  some- 
thing from  you  about  which  they  can  know 
nothing.  Moreover  both  these  fellows  have  got 
motor-cars.  This  country  is  not  suitable  for 
a  motor-car;  the  roads  are  far  too  bad.  For 
myself,  I  would  rather  trust  to  a  horse.  I 
undertake  to  remain  on  the  field  until  the  battle 
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is  lost  and  won,  and  yet  reach  Rodosto  before 
either  of  them.  But  come,  we  must  find  Esau, 
and  get  some  food  and  sleep.  We  will  have  to 
be  up  by  sunrise  to-morrow  morning." 

Steed  Bayly  was— as  he  had  said— an  old 
campaigner.  He  had  taken  possession  of  a 
small,  empty  house,  some  distance  in  rear  of 
the  Turkish  position.  This  house  lay  well  away 
from  the  main  roads,  and  was  hidden  in  a  fold 
of  the  ground,  so  that  there  was  small  chance  of 
it  being  discovered  by  fugitives  from  the  front. 
Here,  they  found  Bayly's  servant,  awaiting  the 
return  of  his  master.  The  man  had  spread  the 
war-correspondent's  blanket  on  the  ground,  and 
had  also  prepared  a  meal  of  chicken  and  rice. 
Esau  explained  the  toughness  of  the  chicken  by 
saying  that  he  had  been  obliged  to  chase  it  for 
nearly  a  mile. 

Bayly  generously  shared  his  blankets  with  his 
new-found  friend.  But,  before  they  turned  in, 
he  lit  his  pipe,  and  held  forth  in  his  inimitable 
manner  upon  the  proceedings  of  the  day. 

"  The  Turks  should  have  a  chance,"  said  he. 
"  In  fact,  if  they  had  any  sort  of  organisation, 
they  would  sweep  the  field  from  end  to  end. 
The  tactical  advantage  is  theirs.  On  the  left, 
as    we    saw,   they   might   have   retaken   Lule 
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Burgas,  had  they  not  run  out  of  ammunition. 
In  the  centre,  the  Second  Army  Corps  still 
holds  its  own.  The  result  of  to-morrow's  fight- 
ing depends  much  upon  the  success  of  Mahmoud 
Mukhtar  on  the  right.  You  will  notice,  if  you 
look  at  the  map,  that  the  Fourth,  First,  and 
Second  Army  Corps  are  in  a  straight  line 
from  the  railway  station  towards  Bunar  Hissar. 
Mahmoud  Mukhtar,  in  command  of  the  Third 
Corps,  on  the  right  flank,  is  considerably  to 
the  rear.  The  Commander-in-Chief  has  received 
intelligence  that  the  Third  Corps  is  driving  the 
Bulgarians  back.  '  ^ow,  if,  by  midday  to-morrow, 
Mahmoud  can  force  als  way  to  Bunar  Hissar, 
he  will  be  able  to  fall  upon  the  flank  of  the 
Bulgarians  opposing  the  Second  Corps.  In  this 
part  of  the  field  the  Bulgarians  have  all  they 
can  do  to  hold  their  own,  and  if  Mahmoud 
descends  upon  their  flank,  they  will  be  routed. 
Once  they  retire,  the  Second  Corps  will  be  able 
to  advance,  and  storm  Turk  Bey  from  the  north. 
And  so  on,  along  the  whole  line,  until  the  Bul- 
garian army  is  put  to  flight.  This,  my  lad,  is 
what  is  called  'rolling  up  a  position  from  a 
flank.'  You  may  compare  it  to  a  row  of  nine- 
pins, when  by  knocking  over  one  at  the  end, 
you  knock  over  the  lot." 
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•'  I  see,"  said  Philip ;  ••  it  is  very  interesting, 
and  very  simple  to  understand." 

"  Precisely,"  said  Bayly.  "  It  all  depends  on 
Mahinoud  Mukhtar  with  the  Third  Corps.  He 
has  got  to  knock  over  the  first  ninepin  in  the 
north.  It  would  be  madness  to  hope  for  any 
success  from  the  south.  The  Bulgarian  left 
flank  rests  upon  the  river  and  is  quite  secure." 

"Then,  you  think,"  said  Philip,  "that  the 
Turks  will  win  ? " 

"I  think  nothing  of  the  sort,"  said  Bayly, 
polishing  his  eyeglass  on  the  sleeve  of  his  coat. 
"I  said,  that  is  what  they  might  do,  if  they 
had  any  organisation  or  general  staff  worthy  of 
the  name.     As  it  is,  everything  points  to  the 
fact  that  they  will  not  be  able  to  snatch  the 
victory  which  lies  within  their  grasp.     I  ha^c 
five  reasons  for  saying  so.     Firstly,  every  soldier 
I  have  spoken  to  has  said  he  is  starving.    The 
majority  have  had  no  food  for  three  days,  and 
some  for  four ;  and  no  general  can  expect  starv- 
ing men  to  fight.    If  you  remember,  M  arlborough 
gave  his  soldiers  breakfast  when  the  French 
were  advancing  at  Blenheim.     Secondly,  the 
Turks  ran  out  of  ammunition  to-day :  they  will 
do  so  again  to-morrow.     Thirdly,  there  are  no 
liospitals  or  bearer  companies  on  the  field.    The 
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loral  effect  of  that  is  important :  a  man  knows 
•^1  it,  if  he  gets  wounded,  his  wounds  will  not 
J  attended  to.  Fourthly,  there  are  no  signallers, 
'  t  telephones,  no  heliographs.  Ab<}ullah  Pasha 
"1  nrf  h-  'east  idea  of  what  his  Army  Corps 
ar  .  .^.  i^'inally,  betweef i  ourselves,  the  Turks 
1;  t.  iiot  a  general  worth  a  brass  farthing  within 
a  tv  ^aty  mile  radius  of  this  spot." 

So  saying,  Steed  Bayly  drew  his  blankets  up 
to  his  chin— for  the  night  was  exceedingly  cold 
—rolled  over  on  his  side,  and,  to  the  utter 
amazement  of  Philip,  instantly  fell  fast  asleep 
with  his  eyef^lass  in  his  eye. 

It  seemed  to  Philip  that  he  had  not  been 
asleep  for  more  than  an  hour,  when  he  was  rudely 
awakened  by  a  kick.  Sitting  up,  he  beheld 
the  war-correspondent,  a  towel  in  his  hand, 
his  coat  off  and  his  shirt  sleeves  rolled  to  the 
elbow. 

"Get  up!"  said  Bayly.  "I  give  you  ten 
minutes  to  wash  in  the  puddle  outside  and 
have  breakfast.  Breakfast  will  consist  of  three 
sardines  and  a  biscuit.     I've  nothing  else." 

Philip  was  not  slow  to  obey.  "  What's  the 
time  ? "  he  asked. 

"Nearly  eight  o'clock.  I  rode  over  the  hill 
at  sunrise.     There  is  a  heavy  mist  in  the  valley, 
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otherwise  the  firing  would  have  begun  long 
ago." 

As  soon  as  Philip  had  finished  his  breakfast, 
he  left  the  house,  before  the  door  of  which  he 
found  "Esau,"  the  Albanian  groom,  with  two 
horses  saddled  and  bridled. 

"  Now,"  said  Steed  Bayly,  "  I  lend  you  this 
horse  on  one  condition :  that  you  don't  leave 
my  sight.  I  ini  iid  to  i(o  with  you  t  *  Kodosto. 
We  will  be  able  to  help  one  another.  In  a 
country  like  this  it  is  a  good  thing  to  have  a 
friend  at  hand.  Will  you  give  me  your  wor  \ 
of  honour  you  will  not  desert  ? " 

Philip  with  great  reluctance  said  he  would. 
Indeed,  he  was  in  no  position  to  d  ctate ;  and  a 
moment  later,  he  and  the  war-(  irespondent 
walked  their  horses  to  the  top  of  an  adjacent 
hill. 

Presently,  the  fog  lifted,  and  the  iulgarian 
batteries  along  the  vhole  'iue  of  their  front 
opened  a  terrific  fire  upc  i  the  Turks.  The 
patient  soldiers  of  the  Su  an  were  unable  to 
reply.  The  majority  f  their  batteries  were 
without  ammuniti'  ;  and  there  is  no  greater 
test  of  the  fortitude  and  leuacity  of  the  soldier 
than  to  ask  him  to  lie  for  hours  under  the 
enemy's  fire  without  the    owcr  to  retaliate. 
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The  plan  of  the  Turkish  Commander-in-Chief 
was   as   Bayly  had  explained.     He  hoped  to 
roll  up  the  Bulgarian  position  from  the  north. 
The  Third  Army  Corps,  on  the  extreme  right, 
had  met  with  success  during  the  operations  on 
the  previous  day;    the  Second  Army  Corps, 
next  in  line,  was  more  than  holdmg  its  own. 
If  these  two  forces  could  manage  to  join  hands! 
the    Bulgarians  would  be  overthrown   in  the 
neighbourhood  of  Kuliba,  and  the  victory  would 
go  to  the  Turks. 

Walking  their  horses,  Philip  and  Steed  Bayly 
proceeded  some  distance  to  the  north,  where  the 
war-correspondent  selected  a  large  saddle-backed 
hill  as  a  convenient  point  from  which  to  witness 
the  battle.    There,  he  had  no  sooner  lifted  his 
field-glasses  to  his  eyes,  than  his  experience  told 
him  that  during  the  night  General  Savoff  had 
taken  steps  to  checkmate  the   Turkish   plan. 
The  Bulgarians  had  moved  large  reinforcements 
to  the  front  of  the  Second  Army  Corps.     It 
was  doubtless  their  intention  to  drive  in  the 
Turks     behind     Karagach,    before    Mahmoud 
Mukhtar  could  work  down  from  the  north.     In 
nearly  all  modern  battles,  it  is  simply  a  matter 
of  time. 

In  this  case,  in  order  to  gain  time  for  the 
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Third  Army  Corps  to  arrive  from  Visa, 
Abdullah  decided  to  attack  with  the  Second 
Corps.  The  first  intimation  they  had  of  this 
was  the  sight  of  several  battalions  of  infantry 
and  batteries  of  artillery  massed  under  cover 
of  the  hiUs,  awaiting  the  order  to  advance. 

First,  the  batteries  moved  to  the  crest-line, 
and  opened  fire.  Then,  the  order  was  given  to 
the  infantry  to  move  forward  in  line.  One 
regiment  halted  quite  close  to  Philip  and  Steed 
Bayly:  and  the  war-correspondent  succeeded 
in  taking  a  photograph  of  the  battalion  about 
to  take  open  order  and  advance  upon  the 
enemy.*  To  Philip  it  seemed  that  there  was 
something  unutterably  tragic  in  the  fact  that 
many  of  these  men  were  marching  to  death  in 
long,  unwavering  lines,  with  the  Crescent 
banner  in  their  midst,  rising  and  falling  in 
the  wind. 

The  attack  upon  the  Bulgarian  centre  at 
Lule  Burgas  was  the  most  superb  spectacle 
that  Philip  Thornton  ever  witnessed  in  his  life. 
The  Turkish  infantry  moved  forward  in  long 
lines  that  extended  in  the  valley  as  far  as  the 
eye  could  reach.  They  swept  down  upon  the 
enemy  like  running  waves   upon  a    low-tide, 

*  See  illoatntiou,  facing  page  1. 
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sandy  beach.  The  hiUs  in  front  of  them 
flashed  fire  from  north  to  south.  The  whole 
valley  was  alive  with  shells.  But  they  bore 
onward,  undaunted  and  determined. 

As  yet,  the  Bulgarian  rifle  fire  was  desultory, 
and  not  general  along  the  line.  For  a  moment 
It  seemed  certain  that  the  Turkish  infantry 
would  burst  into  the  heart  of  the  enemy's 
position.  And  then— so  simultaneously  that 
it  looked  as  if  it  came  from  a  single  word  of 
command -the  whole  Bulgarian  frontage 
opened  fire.  A  great,  sullen  roar  arose  that 
drowned  even  the  thunder  of  the  guns.  It 
was  the  death-rattle  of  the  Ottoman  Empire. 

The  attack  was  swept  from  the  field  as  chaff 
in  a  gale.     Hundreds  fell,  never  to  rise  again, 
before  that  withering  blast  of  fire.     And  those 
who  survived  turned  up  their  heels,  and  fled 
for  their  lives  to  the  nearest  place  of  safety. 

It  was  now  past  midday:  and  though  the 
firing  had  uied  down  in  this  part  of  the  field, 
the  fight  still  raged  fiercely  around  Lule  Burgas 
and  the  railway  line.  In  this  direction,  they 
could  hear  the  din  of  battle  and  see  the  shells 
bursting  in  mid-air. 

Steed  Bayly  told  Philip  to  get  mounted,  and 
together   they  cantered   southward  across  the 
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uplands.  They  passed  Sakiskeui,  where  the 
flag  of  the  Turkish  Commander-in-Chief  still 
flew  upon  the  hillside;  and  a  little  farther  on 
they  came  to  a  place  whence  they  were  able  to 
look  down  upon  the  southern  extremity  of  the 
battle. 

Here,  the  men  of  the  Fourth  Army  Corps 
were  entrenched;  and  Steed  Bayly,  leaving 
Philip  in  charge  of  the  horses,  actually  walked 
forward  to  the  firing-line,  to  a  place  where  good 
cover  was  afforded  by  a  cluster  of  rocks  and 
boulders,  and  photographed  a  party  of  Turkish 
soldiers,  awaiting  the  Bulgarian  advance  behind 
an  admirably  constructed  sangar.  Whilst  he 
was  there,  several  shells  struck  the  field-work, 
and  hurled  masses  of  stone  into  the  air.*  When 
he  returned  to  Philip,  he  was  grinning  from 
ear  to  ear. 

"  I  have  only  4Dne  film  more,'  said  he.  Then, 
changing  his  tone  of  voice,  he  dropped  his  eye- 
glass from  his  eye  and  threw  out  both  his  hands 
with  a  hopeless  gesture.  "What  an  age  we 
live  in!"  he  exclaimed.  "To  be  frank  with 
you,  1  fancy  myself  as  a  descriptive  writer  of 
no  mean  ability.  And  what  am  I  forced  to  be- 
come ?     A  snapshotting,  itinerant  photographer ! 

*  See  illustration,  facing  page  264. 
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Bah ! "  he  cried  in  disgust.  ••  I  might  as  well 
waylay  trippers  on  Brighton  Beach— twopence 
a  time,  and  ali  done  while  you  wait." 

There  was  no  time  just  then  to  deplore  the 
taste  of  the  British  public,  for  the  Bulgarians, 
at  about  one  o'clock  in  the  afternoon,  made  an 
attack  upon  the  left  wmg  of  the  Turkish  position. 
The  Ottoman  cavalry,  thrown  out  to  arrest  the 
enemy's  advance,  were  huried  back  in  disorder; 
and  after  an  hour's  desperate  fighting,  it  became 
evident  that  but  one  hope  remained,  if  the  day 
was  to   be    saved   for    Turkey.      Though   the 
Fourth,  First,  and  Second  Corps  had  been  re- 
pulsed, Mahmoud  Mukhtar  was  still  forcing  his 
way  to  the  south,  and  there  was  still  a  chance 
that  he  would  descend  upon  the  left  flank  of 
the  Bulgarians  in  time  to  turn  the  scale. 

It  was  during  the  next  hour,  until  three  o'clock 
in  the  afternoon,  that  both  sides  made  every 
effort;,  and  called  up  every  avaUable  man,  to  win 
the  day.  The  art:illery  and  musketry  fire  from 
either  side  exceeded  anything  that  had  gone 
before.  The  sound  of  that  terrific  conflict  must 
have  carried  for  miles  upon  the  wind.  On  both 
sides,  there  was  a  rush  towards  the  centre,  where 
the  key  of  the  position  had  always  lain.  In 
view  of  this  grand,  final  effort,  there  could  be 
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no  doubt  that,  had  they  been  supplied  with 
ammunition,  both  for  their  rifles  and  their  guns, 
these  patient  and  indomitable  Turkish  soldiers, 
starving  though  they  were,  would  have  borne 
the  Crescent  victorious  beyond  the  hills  held 
so  fiercely  by  the  enemy.  As  it  was,  whole 
regiments  and  batteries  were  helpless  as  huddled 
sheep ;  brigades  of  cavalry  were  wholly .  unable 
to  move,  because  their  horses  were  dying  from 
want  of  food.  Thus  it  was — and  thus  only — 
that  the  power  of  Turkey  in  Europe  was  crushed 
by  the  same  mismanagemf '  tt  and  incapacity  to 
rule  which  had  caused  the  Allies  to  rise  in 
arms. 

The  closing  episodes  of  the  great  battle  were 
dramatic,  swift,  and  decisive.  The  Bulgarians 
hurled  their  weight  to  the  north,  and  Mahmoud's 
advance  was  checked.  And  then,  Abdullah 
Pasha,  recognising  that  a  desperate  step  must 
be  taken,  again  ordered  the  Second  Corps  l 
attack. 

The  men  of  the  Second  Corps  were  ex- 
hausted, starved,  and  with  but  little  ammuni- 
tion. Most  of  their  officers  were  either  killed 
or  wounded.  And  yet,  with  magnificent  tenacity 
and  courage,  they  rose  to  their  feet,  and  once 
again  endeavoured  to  close  with  the  foe.     Amid 
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a  cannonade  that  caused  the  earth  to  tremble, 
they  were  swept  to  Eternity,  as  the  dark  figures 
of  the  Bulgarian  soldiers  uprose  upon  the  slopes 
of  the  western  hills. 

Steed  Bayly,  adjusting  his  eyeglass,  turned  to 
PhUip. 

"The  Grand  Ottoman  Army  is  no  more," 
said  he.  "  Does  it  not  strike  you  as  unutterably 
tragic?" 

Philip  could  not  take  his  eyes  from  the  valley, 
where  the  killed  and  wounded  lay  in  heaps. 
"  It  is  terrible  ! "  said  he. 

"  I  have  seen  a  good  deal  of  war,"  said  the 
correspondent ;  "  but,  I  never  saw  a  battle  like 
this.  It  was  like  throwing  millions  of  golden 
sovereigns  into  the  sea,  in  mid- Atlantic.  Do 
you  understand  what  I  mean  ? " 

And  Philip  understood. 


TIKKISII    C.W.W.KS     M(.\|\(,    ixn,    .\(   I  r(  ..\     \T 

i.n.r,  111  KCAs  (V,,  ..,^.,  _.„;, 


f 


1 

M 

1 

1 

if 

m 

ii 

gi 

CHAPTER  XV 

THE  MAN  WITH  THE  RED  SCARF 

Darkness  was  setting  in  with  rapidity,  when 
Steed  Bayly  and  Philip  rode  southward  along 
the  Ottoman  position.  Everywhere  was  evidence 
of  the  crushing  defeat  which  had  been  inflicted 
upon  the  Turks. 

Hundreds  of  wounded,  just  able  to  drag  them- 
selves along,  roamed  the  field,  searching  in  vain 
for  field  hospitals  and  dressing  stations.  Several 
regiments  of  reservists  had  broken  their  ranks, 
and  the  fugitives  were  streaming  to  the  east. 
Disabled  guns  had  been  abandoned.  Here  and 
there,  wagons  had  been  overturned,  and  left  for 
the  Bulgarians.  Upon  the  road  which  led  to 
Chorlu,  a  long  column— wherein  infantry,  cavalry, 
artillery,  and  transport  were  intermingled  in  con- 
fusion— toiled  towards  the  south.  In  a  word, 
the  Grand  Army  of  Thrace  had  been  routed. 
It  was  improbable  the  retreat  would  pause,  until 
the  fugitives  had  passed  the  famous  lines  of 
Chatalja,  which  guard  the  walls  of  Stamboul. 
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Philip  asked  the  war-correspondent   what  he 
proposed  to  do. 

Steed  Bayly  was  essentially  a  man  of  action. 
He  was  specially  gifted  for  the  profession  he 
followed,  which  requires  the  combined  qualities 
of  an  enterprising  journalist  and  an  ardent  soldier. 
He  was  able  to  make  up  his  mind  at  once. 

"It  would  be  folly  to  endeavour  to  get  to 
Rodosto  to-night,"  said  he.  "We  should  be 
certain  to  lose  our  way,  and  might  even  fall  into 
the  hands  of  the  Bulgarians." 

"But,  surely,'  urged  Philip,  "it  would  be 
dangerous  to  remain  here  ? " 

"Not  a  bit,  my  lad.  The  Bulgarians  are 
probably  just  as  exhausted  as  the  Turks.  They 
will  not  follow  up  the  retreat  till  to-morrow 
morning.  "  We've  got  a  long  ride  in  front  of 
us.  We  must  eat  and  sleep,  and  rest  our 
horses.     I  told  Esau  we  should  return  to-night." 

"I  thought  you  had  no  more  food,"  said 
Philip.  "  You  told  me  that  tin  of  sardines  was 
the  last  of  your  provisions." 

"So  it  was,"  said  Bayly.  "But  I  always 
carry  an  emergency  ration.  Here  it  is."  He 
produced  a  long,  narrow  tin,  upon  which  was 
a  somewhat  fantastic  picture  of  a  gentleman 
in  khali  with  a  most  expansive  smile.     "  Cocoa 
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at  one  end,  and  soup  at  the  other,"  said  Bayly. 
"That  will  have  to  do  for  the  three  of  us. 
Esau,  I  know,  has  one  more  feed  for  the  horses." 

It  took  them  some  time  in  the  darkness  to 
find  the  house  where  they  had  left  the  Albanian. 
The  groom,  who  was  waiting  for  them,  had 
made  a  fire,  though  he  had  nothing  to  cook 
thereon.  He  said  that  he  had  searched  the 
country  for  miles  around,  but  the  soldiers  had 
looted  everything. 

Steed  Bayly  divided  his  emergency  ration 
into  three  equal  portions ;  and  when  Esau  had 
eaten  his  share,  he  was  told  by  his  master  to 
start  for  Chorlu  at  once  on  foot,  and  find  his 
way  back  to  Constantinople  as  best  he  could. 
The  man,  who  seemed  delighted  to  hear  that 
he  was  to  return  to  civilisation,  and  who  feared 
that  he  stood  in  danger  of  falling  into  the  hands 
of  the  Bulgarians,  departed  in  the  utmost  haste. 
And  soon  afterwards,  the  two  Englishmen  lay 
down  upon  their  blankets,  and  fell  fast  asleep. 

They  were  awakened  the  following  morning 
by  the  sound  of  musketry  beyond  the  hills.  In 
the  utmost  haste  they  ran  into  the  dwelling-room 
where  they  had  stabled  their  horses.  They  had 
brought  the  animals  into  the  house  for  two 
reasons :  firstly,  the  night  was  bitterly  cold ;  and 
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secondly,  they  knew  there  was  many  a  fugitive 
in  the  neighbourhood  who  would  not  scruple 
to  steal  a  horse. 

In  a  remarkably  short  time,  the  horses  were 
saddled,  and  Philip  was  following  the  war- 
correspondent  along  a  mule-track,  at  a  steady 
trot  Bayly,  consulting  his  map,  decided  to 
strike  the  main  road,  and  follow  this  as  far  as 
Karishdiren.  Thence  he  proposed  to  ride  due 
south  to  Muradli,  from  which  place  a  good  road 
led  direct  to  Rodosto.  He  calculated  that  they 
could  reach  Muradli  before  the  advancing  Bul- 
garian cavalry,  even  if  the  retreat  was  followed 
up  without  delay.  Also,  he  was  determined  to 
reach  the  seaport  before  his  rival  correspondents, 
who,  he  knew,  would  be  obliged  to  return  to 
Chorlu. 

It  was  still  early  morning  when  they  came 
within  sight  of  the  main  road ;  and  there  they 
beheld  a  sight  so  tragic  and  imposing  that 
both  drew  rein  and  lifted  their  field-glasses 
to  their  eyes. 

From  east  to  west,  across  the  wide,  rolling 
downs,  as  far  as  they  could  see,  the  Grand 
Army  of  Thrace  was  in  full  retreat.  As  if 
spell-bound,  they  regarded  this  spectacle  in 
silence.     Steed  Bayly  was  the  first  to  speak. 


THE  MAN  WITH  THE  RED  SCARF  227 

♦♦Do  you  know,"  said  he,  "I  have  always 
regretted  one  thing." 

♦•  What  is  that  ? "  asked  Philip. 

"That  I  was  not  a  war-correspondent  in 
the  time  of  the  Napd-onic  wars.  I  have  often 
thought  what  copy  l  could  have  made  of  the 
retreat  from  Moscoa.  And  there  it  is!"  he 
exclaimed,  wit!i  a  motion  of  'he  hand.  "There 
is  the  same  thimg,  all  over  afl[niii-  -without  the 
snow." 

They  rode  forwa.,'  a.id  soon  reached  the 
road.  For  some  miles,  Uiey  followed  the  retreat ; 
and  once,  Bayly  dismounted,  and  exposed  his 
last  film.* 

Never  had  Philip  Thorntf)n  a  greater  admira- 
tion for  the  Turkish  soldier  than  then.  These 
men  were  starving.  This  was  the  fourth  day — 
and  with  some  the  fifth — that  they  had  had  no 
food.  During  that  period  they  had  lain  in  the 
midst  of  a  storm  of  shot  and  shell.  They  had 
fought  heroically ;  and  at  a  time  when  the  vic- 
tory was  well  within  their  grasp,  their  supply  of 
ammunition  had  failed.  They  had  every  reason 
to  mutiny,  to  hate  the  men  who  commanded 
them,  to  complain  against  the  government  who 
had  sacrificed  the  glory  of  their  country  and  the 

*  See  illustratiun,  facing  pa^»  .316. 
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lives  of  their  friends  upon  the  altar  of  Neglect. 
And  yet,  they  marched  with  even  ranks  in 
sullen,  gloomy  silence.  Clothed  in  rags,  half 
frozen  by  the  cold,  stained  with  blood  and  dirt, 
the  soldiers  of  the  Sultan  retired,  even  yet — 
unconquered. 

As  Philip  and  Bayly  passed  along  the  entire 
length  of  the  column  of  the  Second  Army 
Corps,  they  heard  not  so  much  as  a  word  of 
complaint,  or  a  single  voice  raised  in  reproach ; 
even  the  wounded  in  the  jolting  bullock- wagons 
were  too  proud  to  groan.  If  the  Turks  must 
retire  from  Europe,  this  may  be  their  boast 
to  the  end  of  time:  they  brought  back  with 
them  into  Asia  the  same  stubborn,  indomit- 
able spirit  which  in  the  Middle  Ages  carried 
the  Ottoman  arms  to  the  very  gates  of 
Vienna. 

At  the  little  village  of  Karishdiren,  Philip 
and  Steed  Bayly  left  the  road  and  followed 
a  bridle-track  which  led  them  eventually  across 
the  River  Ergene.  On  the  way,  they  passed 
many  fugitives  and  refugees;  and  whenever 
they  came  to  a  hilltop,  they  were  able  to  see 
hundreds  of  people — men,  women,  and  chil- 
dren, some  in  bullock-wagons,  a  few  mounted 
on  horses  and  mules,  br.t  the  great  majority 
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on  foot — streaming  to  the  south  and  to  the 
east. 

Muradli  was  crowded  Math  people.  Wagons 
and  horses'  hoofs  had  so  ploughed  the  streets 
that  the  mud  was  inches  deep.  They  had 
no  desire  to  halt  at  this  place.  Bayly  was 
burning  with  impatience  to  get  to  their  destina- 
tion. As  they  rode  forward,  he  gleaned  a 
remarkable  amount  of  information  from  Philip, 
concerning  the  retreat  from  Jenidze  and  the 
investment  of  Adrianople.  When  Philip  had 
told  the  war-correspondent  all  he  knew  about 
the  operations  west  of  Lule  Burgas,  Bayly 
asked  for  details  concerning  this  mysterious 
friend  whose  life  was  in  danger  at  Rodosto. 

At  first,  Philip  hesitated  to  speak,  and  then 
was  ashamed  of  hb  hesitation.  There  was  no 
doubt  that  Steed  Bayly  could  be  trusted; 
moreover,  it  might  so  happen  that  the  corre- 
spondent would  offer  his  assistance.  The  last 
forty-eight  hours  had  been  so  filled  with  excite- 
ment, and  events  of  such  magnitude  and  im- 
portance had  taken  place,  that  Philip  had  had 
little  time  to  think  of  his  own  affairs.  It  now 
occurred  to  him  that  he  was  approaching 
Rodosto — alone.  The  four  Bulgarians  who  had 
accompanied  him  at  the  start  of  his  expedition 
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were  either  killed  or  wounded,  and — unless 
he  could  rely  upon  Steed  Bayly — there  was 
no  one  to  whom  he  could  look  for  help.  He 
already  had  a  great  admiration  for  the  war- 
correspondent,  who,  indeed,  was  an  excep- 
tionally capable  man. 

As  they  left  the  bleak  waste-lands  behind 
them,  and  entered  into  the  more  picturesque 
and  wooded  country  that  fringes  the  Marmora 
Sea,  Philip  told  his  story  from  start  to  end, 
from  the  murder  of  his  uncle  to  the  moment 
when  he  had  met  Bayly  on  the  field  of  battle. 
When  he  had  finished,  he  looked  at  the  war- 
correspondent,  in  expectation  of  words  of  sound 
advice. 

Steed  Bayly,  at  last,  took  his  eyeglass  from 
his  eye,  polished  it,  and  put  it  back.  This 
was  a  habit  of  his  whenever  he  was  engaged 
in  thought. 

"  I'd  like  to  see  you  through,"  said  he :  "  but, 
I've  got  the  Gazette  to  consider.  They  don't 
pay  me  to  risk  my  life  for  anyone  else  but  them- 
selves; and  to  tell  you  the  truth,  it's  against 
my  principles  to  do  so.  When  we  get  to 
Rodosto,  I  must  take  the  first  ship  to  Con- 
stantinople. Thence,  I  must  go  to  Constanza, 
on  the   Roumanian  coast,  from  which    place. 
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bein^  in  neutral  territory,  I  can  send  an  un- 
censored  telegram.  I  propose  to  write  my 
dispatch  on  board,  so  that  I  can  send  it  of! 
immediately  on  my  arrival.  1  must  take  the 
first  ship  at  Rodosto.  I  wouldn't  miss  it  for 
the  world.  So  far,  I'm  well  ahead  of  both 
Jackson  and  MaUory.  With  luck,  I  shall  get 
my  message  into  London  a  full  day  before 
anyone  else.  Still,  I  may  have  to  wait ;  and  if 
that  is  so,  perhaps  I  shall  be  able  to  help  you." 

PhiUp  expressed  his  thanks;  whereupon  his 
companion  looked  annoyed. 

"Don't  say  a  word,"  he  almost  snapped. 
"It's  quite  against  my  principles.  I  have 
never  done  anything  like  it  in  my  life."  Then 
he  ^  cnt  on  in  an  aggrieved  tone,  with  frequent 
gesticulations  of  the  hand.  "Supposing,"  he 
complained,  "supposing  I  get  killed  in  this 
hare-brained  escapade,  whs",  will  be  the  result? 
My  account  of  the  Battle  of  Lule  Burgas  will 
never  be  written;  MaUory  and  Jackson  will 
roll  home.  I  am  beginning  to  wish  I  had  never 
met  you." 

He  then  lapsed  into  silence,  urging  his  horse 
forward  with  his  spurs.  The  afternoon  was 
now  far  advanced.  They  had  ridden  several 
miles,  cantering  the  greater  part  of  the  journey, 
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and  sometimes  breaking  into  a  gallop.  For  all 
that,  there  had  been  many  miles  when  they  had 
been  forced  to  walk,  owing  to  the  sodden  con- 
dition of  the  ground.  Their  horses  were  now 
spent.  The  hot  breath  pumped  from  their 
nostrils  like  steam,  and  their  flanks  were 
dripping  wet.  It  soon  became  clear  that  it 
would  be  all  the  animals  could  do  to  reach  the 
coast. 

When,  at  last,  they  ascended  a  long  hill,  and 
looked  down  upon  the  clustered  houses,  the 
wharves  and  jetties,  the  mosques  and  open 
places  of  the  seaport  of  Rodosto,  Steed  Bayly 
lifted  his  hat  and  raised  a  cheer.  Then  his 
field-glasses  went  to  his  eyes.  For  some 
minutes  he  examined  every  ship  in  the  harbour. 
When  he  put  the  glasses  back  into  their  case, 
he  was  frowning  hard. 

"Just  my  luck! "he  exclaimed.  "There's 
no  steamer  in  port,  no  smoke  on  the  horizon." 
He  turned  suddenly  in  his  saddle,  and  looked 
back  upon  the  road. 

"  I've  got  the  jumps,"  said  he.  "  I  keep  on 
hearing  the  buzz  of  a  motor-car.  Every  minute 
I  expect  to  see  Mallory  or  Jackson,  or  both 
of  them,  come  flying  past  in  their  infernal 
musical- boxes." 
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Though  Philip  sympathised  with  Bayly  in 
that  no  ship  for  Constantinople  was  in  harbour, 
he  was  not  hypocrite  enough  to  pretend  to  be 
sorry.  He  knew  that  a  tremendous  enterprise 
was  before  him ;  and  though  he  had  a  fair  share 
of  confidence  in  himself,  Barco  was  an  enemy 
not  to  be  despised,  and  there  was  no  man  in 
the  world  he  would  rather  have  at  his  elbow 
than  the  special  correspondent  of  the  London 
Daily  Gazette. 

On  arrival  at  the  town,  they  put  up  their 
horses  in  the  stables  of  a  native  han.  Steed 
Bayly  immediately  set  out  to  make  inquiries 
as  to  when  the  boat  from  Constantinople  was 
expected.  As  for  Philip,  he  went  straight  to 
the  quay;  and  there,  sure  enough,  at  the  end 
of  the  jetty  furthest  to  the  east,  a  man  was 
seated  cross-legged  by  the  side  of  a  basket  of 
melons,  with  a  red  scarf  around  his  waist. 

Philip  looked  at  this  man  for  no  longer  than 
an  instant,  and  then  walked  quickly  away.  He 
was  sure  he  had  not  been  seen.  He  returned 
to  the  han,  and  lying  down  upon  a  divan,  asked 
the  proprietor  to  bring  him  food.  The  pro- 
prietor informed  him  that  the  Austrian  packet 
for  Constantinople  was  not  expected  at  Rodosto 
until  the  following  afternoon. 
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Philip  finished  his  meal,  and  smoked  a 
cigarette.  Outside,  it  was  quite  dark.  There 
was  a  noise  of  many  voices  in  the  streets,  which 
were  thronged  with  refugees.  As  yet,  no  one 
had  heard  of  the  defeat  at  Lule  Burgas.  Two 
hours  passed;  and  still.  Steed  Bayly  did  not 
return. 

At  last,  the  door  was  flung  back  so  violently 
as  to  tear  one  of  the  hinges  from  the  woodwork ; 
and  Bayly  flung  into  the  room.  He  could  not 
keep  still.  He  paced  to  and  fro.  Both  his  fists 
were  clenched,  and  his  eyeglass  was  continually 
falling  from  his  eye. 

"I  must  wait  till  to-morrow  morning,"  he 
cried,  "till  daybreak  I  Think  of  that  I  And 
every  minute  is  bringing  one,  or  both,  of  those 
motor-cars  nearer  and  nearer.  My  lad,  if  I  live 
through  this,  and  get  back  to  England,  I'll 
settle  down  in  the  country,  and — and  grow 
potatoes,"  he  ended  in  impotence. 

"  If  the  packet  is  not  expected  until  the 
afternoon,"  said  Philip,  "  how  can  you  hope  to 
get  away  by  daylight  ?  " 

"I  found  an  Englishman,"  said  Bayly,  "an 
old  sailor — one  of  those  ne'er-do-wells  that  drift 
about  the  world,  in  anybody's  or  nobody's  pay. 
This  fellow  knew  where  I  could  get  a  tug.     He 


11'^    f 


THE  MAN  WITH  THE  RED  SCARF  285 

has  undertaken  to  see  me   through.    I  have 
promised  to  pay  him  a  hundred  pounds  for  it. 
I  rely  wholly  upon  him." 
••  Then,  why  can't  you  start  at  once  ? " 
"  Because  the  tug  has  no  coal  on  board,  you 
idiot  1 "  cried  Bayly,  lifting  his  voice  to  a  shout, 
and  so  agitated  that  his  eyeglass  was  going 
backwards  and  forwards  from  his  waist  to  his 
eye,  and  from  his  eye  to  his  waist,  like  ether  in 
a  tube.    "  What's  the  good  of  a  tug  without 
coal?     What's  the  use  of  an  engine  without 
steam  ?    What's  the  use  of  a  war-correspondent, 
anyhow?"     He  never  waited  for  an  answer. 
"  No  use  1 "  he  cried.     "  Useless  1  Rotten  I  " 

Philip  was  about  to  speak,  when  Bayly  took 
the  words  from  his  mouth. 

"Come,"  he  cried,  "let's  get  at  this  job  of 
yours.  If  I  don't  do  something,  I'll  go  mad. 
I'm  ready  for  anything  you  like." 

It  was  Philip  who  now  took  charge  of  the 
situation.  He  was  perfectly  self-possessed, 
whereas  the  other  was  so  excited  he  could  not 

stand  still. 
♦•  Have    you    your    revolver  ? "    he    asked. 

"  Loaded  ? " 

Bayly  nodded  his  head. 

"  Then,  listen  to  my  instructions,"  said  Philip 
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"  It  would  not  do  for  me  to  be  seen:  I  might 
be  recognised.  It  is  understood  an  Englishman 
is  coming  to  Rodosto,  to  pay  the  ransom.  Here 
is  the  money :  five  hundred  pounds  in  Bank  of 
England  notes.  You  needn't  count  them :  they 
are  all  right.  You  must  pretend  that  you  are 
that  Englishman.  You  will  go  to  the  man  I 
shall  point  out  to  you,  and  say  that  you  have 
come  to  pay  the  money.  He  will  lead  you 
away  to  the  pUce  where  Petroff  is  imprisoned.  I 
will  follow.  I  am  well  enough  disguised  not  to 
attract  attention;  and  besides,  no  one  in  this 
place  knows  me.  After  that,  we  must  trust  to 
Providence,  and  our  revolvers.  Don't  hesitate 
to  fire.  We  have  gipsies  to  reckon  with,  and, 
as  you  know,  they  are  treacherous  and 
cowards." 

By  this  time.  Steed  Bayly  had  regained  much 
of  his  normal  presence  of  mind. 

"  Go  ahead,"  said  he.  "  I  must  do  something 
—though  my  principles  are  strictly  against  this 
sort  of  thmg." 

They  passed  through  the  narrow  streets. 
Many  people  were  still  abroad,  despite  the  late- 
ness of  the  hour.  For  the  most  part,  these 
were  peasant  fugitives  who  had  fled  to  the  coast 
in  hope  of  being  able  to  cross  into  Asia.    They 
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were  destitute  and  homeless ;  the  majority  of 
them  had  had  no  food  for  days.  It  was  pitiful 
to  pass  women  seated  upon  doorsteps  with  small 
babies  crying  in  their  arms,  or  a  crowd  of  ragged 
refugees,  huddled  around  a  fire,  endeavouring 
to  keep  themselves  warm  in  the  bitter  cold  of 

night. 

When  they  came  to  the  eastern  pier,  there 
was  a  man  with  a  red  scarf,  seated  cross-legged, 
by  the  side  of  a  basket  of  melons.  It  was  not 
the  same  man  that  Philip  had  seen  late  in  the 
afternoon.  Probably,  tliere  were  two  or  three 
who  took  turn  and  turn  about,  in  order  that, 
day  and  night,  someone  might  be  on  watch ;  so 
eager  were  the  gipsies  to  obtain  the  ransom. 
Philip  pointed  out  the  man  to  Bayly,  and  then 
dropped  back  into  the  shade,  remaining  near 
enough  to  overhear  the  brief  conversation  that 
followed. 

"  I  am  an  Englishman,"  said  the  war-corre- 
spondent. 

The  man  made  a  motion  of  the  head,  but 

gave  no  answer. 

"  I  have  here,"  Bayly  went  on,  "  five  hundred 
pounds,  in  English  money." 

The  man  instantly  rose  to  his  feet.  "  Follow 
me,"  said  he,  in  broken  English,  and  set  off  at  a 
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brisk  walk  into  Ihe  town.  Steed  Bayly  followed ; 
and,  some  little  distance  behind,  csme  Philip, 
grasping  the  handle  of  his  loaded  revolver. 

One  behind  the  other,  they  picked  their  way 
through  dark  and  narrow  streets,  across  little 
squares  and  courtyards,  where  they  were  obliged 
to  step  over  the  forms  of  several  people  who  were 
sleeping  on  the  groimd.  At  last,  towards  the 
eastern  extremity  of  the  town,  where  the  houses 
thinned  upon  the  shoulder  of  the  bay,  the  man 
with  the  red  scarf  stopped,  and  knocked  three 
times  upon  the  door  of  a  small  and  very  dilapi- 
dated house,  situated  in  a  cyprus  grove.  By 
now,  the  moon  had  arisen.  The  roof  of  the 
house  was  half  hidden  by  the  branches  of  the 
trees. 

As  the  man  received  no  answer,  he  knocked 
again ;  and  presently  a  light  appeared  in  a 
window,  so  small  that  it  consisted  of  only  a 
single  pane  of  glass. 

A  moment  later,  a  wicket  was  opened  in  the 
door,  and  a  voice  from  within  spoke  in  the 
strange  Chingeni  language. 

The  man  with  the  red  scarf  answered.  Then 
several  bolts  were  drawn  back ;  and  at  last,  the 
door  was  opened.  A  figure  stood  in  the  illu- 
mined doorway,  beckoning  to  Steed  Bayly  to 
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enter ;  and  Philip  recognised  the  gipsy  hammal, 
Barco. 

The  war-correspondent  drew  himself  up  to 
his  full  height,  thrust  both  his  hands  into  his 
pockets — in  one  of  which,  no  doubt,  he  carried 
his  revolver — and  walked  boldly  into  the  house. 
Immediately,  the  door  was  shut. 

Philip  waited  for  what  seemed  to  him  an 
interminable  time.  He  crept  stealthily  to  the 
window,  and  looked  in,  but  the  room  was  empty. 
He  then  went  to  the  door,  and  placing  his  ear 
to  the  woodwork,  listened.  At  that  moment, 
from  somewhere  within  the  house,  a  shot  rang 
out,  followed  by  a  loud,  piercing  cry. 
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CHAPTER  XVI 


A  RACE  FOR  THE  CABLE 


In  frantic  haste,  Philip  seized  the  handle  to 
open  the  door.  But,  try  as  he  might,  he  could 
not  do  so;  it  had  been  bolted  from  the  other 
side. 

For  a  moment,  he  stood  irresolute.  The  shot 
had  evidently  been  fired  by  Steed  Bayly,  who, 
doubtless,  stood  in  need  of  help.  It  was  im- 
probable that  Barco  and  his  confederates  were 
armed. 

Philip  drew  back,  and  then  with  all  his  force 
hurled  his  weight  against  the  door.  Time  and 
again  he  tried  lo  burst  it  open,  until  his  shoulder 
was  bruised  and  the  perspiration  stood  in  beads 
upon  his  forehead.  Then,  finding  it  impossible 
to  force  an  entrance  here,  he  ran  in  all  haste 
to  the  window  and  looked  in. 

There  was  no  light  in  the  room  itself;  but 
an  inner  door  was  opened,  and  beyond,  a  lamp 
stood  upon  a  table.  There  was  no  furniture  in 
the  room,  which,  however,  was  no  longer  empty : 
the  figure  of  a  man  lay  full  length  upon  the  floor. 
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This  man  was  dressed  as  a  Turk  of  the  poorer 
class.  From  his  attitude  it  appeared  he  had 
been  hurled  into  the  room,  in  a  semi-conscious, 
or  quite  unconscious,  state,  and  now  lay  as  he 
had  fallen,  with  one  leg  crossed  above  the  other 
and  his  head  turned  sideways.  As  Philip's  eyes 
became  accustomed  to  the  light,  he  observed 
that  the  man's  hands  were  bound  behind  his 
back. 

As  he  looked,  the  prostrate  figure  moved, 
rolled  over  with  difficulty,  and  finally  sat  up. 
One  glance  was  enough  for  Philip.  Seizing  his 
revolver  by  the  barrel,  he  drove  in  the  pane  of 
glass. 

"  Boris  ! "  he  cried.     "  Boris  I " 

Boris  Petroff  looked  about  him  in  a  dazed 
and  senseless  manner,  unable  to  realise  whence 
the  sound  of  his  own  name  had  come,  and  not 
recognising  the  voice  of  his  English  friend. 

Philip  cried  out  again,  louder  than  ever,  this 
time  saying  who  he  was. 

At  that,  Boris  looked  up,  and  saw  Philip's 
face  at  the  window.  Immediately,  he  got  to 
his  feet,  and  stood  swaying  in  the  centre  of  the 
room. 

"Come  here!"  cried  Philip,  in  a  kind  of 
breathless  whisper.     **  Be  quick  1 " 
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"How  did  you  find  me?"  asked  tiie  Bul- 
garian.   "  I  never  thought  to  see  you  again." 

The  situation  was  exasperating.  They  were 
within  a  few  inches  of  one  another ;  they  could 
speak  in  whispers ;  and  yet,  by  reason  of  the 
smallness  of  the  window,  one  could  not  get  in, 
and  the  other  could  not  get  out. 

"  There's  no  time  to  arswer  questions  now," 
said  Philip,  speaking  quickly.  "  Come  as  close 
to  the  window  as  you  can.  I  have  a  knife. 
I  believe,  I  can  reach  down  and  cut  the  rope, 
and  set  free  your  hands." 

Boris  obeyed ;  and  a  moment  later,  his  arms 
were  free. 

"  Now,"  said  Philip,  "  how  can  I  get  in  ? " 
"There  is  only  one  door,"  said  Boris,  "and 
that  is  bolted.     All  the  windows  are  small,  like 
this." 

"  Can  you  get  to  the  door,  to  open  it  ? " 
"If  you  lend  me  your  revolver,  perhaps  I 
can.  There  are  six  men— all  gipsies— in  the 
next  room,  through  which  I  shall  have  to  pass. 
They  are  the  same  villains  that  found  me  in  the 
well,  by  Haji  Bagdadi's  caf^,  on  the  night  I 
fled  from  the  police.  They  t'  ;  me  for  you; 
and  until  to-day,  I  have  been  quite  unable  to 
convince  them  that  I  am  not  an  Englishman. 
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Just  now,  a  man  was  brought  into  the  house 
whom  T  had  never  seen  before.  I  was  asleep 
at  the  time ;  but,  they  woke  me  up.  This  man 
said  he  had  come  to  pay  the  ransom,  to  set  me 
free.  He  produced  the  money,  in  Bank  of 
England  notes,  which  were  counted  out  upon 
the  table.  It  was  then  that  an  unfortunate 
thing  happened :  one  of  the  gipsies  caught  sight 
of  a  money-belt  this  Englishman  was  wearing. 
These  scoundrels  will  do  anything  for  money. 
Besides,  at  a  time  like  this,  when  the  whole 
place  is  in  an  uproar,  they  have  little  or  nothing 
to  fear  from  the  police.  The  long,  thin  man, 
with  a  broken  nose,  whom  we  hunted  that  night 
in  Adrianople,  struck  at  him  with  a  knife ;  but, 
the  Englishman  was  as  quick  as  lightning.  In 
two  strides  he  got  his  back  to  the  wall,  and 
when  the  thin  man  came  towards  him  again,  he 
whipped  out  his  revolver,  and  shot  him  dead." 

"  What  then  ? "  asked  Philip. 

"I  saw  the  Englishman  standing  at  bay  in 
a  comer  of  the  room,  with  his  revolver  in  his 
hand,  and  his  eyeglass  in  his  eye.  The  gipsies 
were  round  him  in  a  ring,  armed  with  their 
knives,  not  daring  to  approach.  I  did  all  I 
could  to  help,  but  my  hands  were  bound.  I 
jumped  to  my  feet,  and  ran  into  the  midst  of 
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them  like  a  madman.  I  received  a  blow  on  th< 
head  that  stunned  me ;  and  1  suppose  they  thre\ 
me  into  this  room  to  get  me  out  of  the  way." 

"  Where  are  they  ? "  asked  Philip. 

"  In  there,"  said  Boris,  pointing  in  the  directioi 
of  the  open  door  through  which  came  the  ligh 

of  the  lamp. 

"  Take  this,"  said  Philip,  handing  his  loade 
revolver  through  the  window.    "  Fire  into  thei 

backs." 

Philip   drew   away   from   the   window,  an 

waited  in  suspense.    It  was  a  moment  of  supreir 

anxiety.    He  looked  up  in  the  sky,  and  watche 

a  full  moon  above  the  tree-tops,  threading  itse 

like  the  point  of  a  needle  through  streaky,  frost 

clouds.     And  then,  three  shots  in  quick   su 

ission  sounded  within  the  house. 

They  were  followed  by  the  noise  of  rushii 

feet,  by  the  thud  of  a  table  overturned  and  tl 

crash  of  a  broken  lamp.     There  were  loud  shou1 

and  oaths  in  the  gipsy  language.    And  then,  t\ 

more  shots,  and  another  sliriek,  louder  than  tl 

first. 

Then,  one  after  the  other,  in  violent  hasi 
the  bolts  in  the  door  were  shot  back,  and  fo 
men   rushed   into   the  night  like  a  covey 
startled  birds. 
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Philip  ran  forward  to  meet  them,  resolved  to 
use  his  fists.  By  the  light  of  the  moon  he 
recognised  the  face  of  Barco,  upon  which  just 
then  fear  had  stamped  its  mark.  He  struck 
out,  and  missed.  There  was  the  flash  of  a  knife, 
followed  by  a  laugh ;  and  the  man  was  gone 
into  the  darkness. 

Philip  stopped  dead,  and  for  some  moments 
remained  indecisive.  At  first  he  did  not  realise 
what  it  was  that  had  brought  him  to  a  standstill ; 
nor  did  he  think  what  he  wus  doing  when  he 
lifted  his  hand  to  his  -leck.  On  the  instant,  he 
was  made  aware  of  the  truth.  He  looked  at 
his  hand  in  the  moonlight.  It  was  stained  dark 
by  something  that  was  wet.  Barco's  long  knife 
had  driven  through  the  muscles  under  his  ear; 
and  though  he  did  not  know  it  then,  the  wound 
had  missed  the  artery  by  the  fraeti    ^  of  an  inch. 

Philip  was  not  conscious  of  pai".  In  moments 
of  great  excitement,  the  nerves  are  unable  to 
convey  the  sensation  of  pain  to  the  mind ;  we 
suffer  without  knowing  it,  which  is  the  same 
thing  as  not  suffering  at  aU.  He  knew  that 
he  was  wounded,  for  he  could  feel  the  warm 
blood  flowing  over  his  shoulder.  Otherwise  he 
experienced  no  sort  of  inconvenience. 

Pulling  himself  together,  he  walked  briskly 
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to  the  doorway,  and  entered  the  house.  As 
he  did  so,  he  noticed,  for  the  first  time,  that 
a  great  tongue  of  flame  and  clouds  of  rolling 
smoke  were  issuing  from  the  chimney. 

One  step  beyond  the  threshold  was  enough 
to  tell  him  that  the  house  had  been  set  on 
fire.  He  was  immediately  conscious  of  a  sense 
of  heat  which  was  not  altogether  unwelcome, 
for  the  night  was  cold.  He  passed  from  the 
first  room  into  one  beyond,  where  the  light  was 
dazzling  by  reason  of  the  flames  that  licked  the 
walls.    The  place  was  rapidly  filling  with  smoke. 

Close  to  the  door,  Boris  Petroff  was  bending 
over  the  forms  of  two  men  who  lay  like  sacks 
upon  the  ground,  one  upon  his  back,  the  other 
prone.  Near  at  hand  was  Steed  Bayly,  special 
war-correspondent  of  the  Daily  Gazette,  as  im- 
maculate as  ever,  with  his  white  hunting-stock 
and  gold  safety-pin,  and  his  eyeglass  in  his  eye. 

•*  That  was  a  tight  comer  1 "  said  he.  "  I  was 
beginning  to  wonder  how  I  was  going  to  get 
out  of  it." 

Boris  rose  to  his  feet. 

"  Both  these  men  are  dead,"  said  he. 

Philip  looked  down  into  the  face  of  the  man 
who  lay  upon  his  back,  and  recognised  the  grim, 
distorted  features  of  him  who  had  betrayed  him 
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— ^the  man  who,  having  taken  his  bribe  in 
Adrianople,  had  disclosed  his  whereabouts  to 
Barco. 

"  That  one,"  said  Bayly,  pointing  to  this  man, 
"was  mine.  You  shot  the  other,"  he  added, 
turning  to  the  Bulgarian. 

"It's  time  we  got  out  of  this,"  said  Boris. 
And  indeed  the  ceiling  was  already  on  fire  and 
the  heat  almost  unbearable. 

"One  moment,"  said  Bayly;  "I  have  no 
intention  of  leaving  five  hundred  pounds  to 
bum." 

So  saying,  he  went  down  upon  his  knees,  and 
searched  in  the  pockets  of  the  dead  man's  coat. 
He  soon  found  the  bank  notes  that  he  had  ^  d 
over  as  ransom.  The  man  had  thrust  theii 
into  a  dirty  paper  bag. 

After  that,  all  three  left  the  house.  They 
stood  for  some  minutes  outside,  watching  the 
wild  flames  leaping  amid  the  branches  of  the 
trees,  which  caught  fire  in  the  heat.  A  soft 
wind  that  was  blowing  seaward  filled  the  night 
with  sparks. 

"  How  did  it  happen  ? "  asked  Philip.  Where- 
at, the  war-correspondent  burst  into  laughter. 

"You  should  have  seen  them  I"  he  cried. 
"Your  friend  came  upon  them  from  behind. 
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It  was  a  flank  attack,  admirably  conducted, 
delivered  iu  the  nick  of  time.  He  sent  three 
bullets  into  the  ceiling.  He  was  frightened  to 
fire  low  for  fear  of  hitting  me.  They  literally 
tumbled  over  one  another  in  their  anxiety  to 
get  out.  They  knocked  over  the  table  and  the 
lamp,  which — before  we  knew  it— had  set  fire 
to  the  house.  Before  they  got  to  the  door,  your 
friend  gave  them  two  more,  and  brought  down 
one.  It  wui  the  s.nartest  piece  of  work  I  ever 
saw. 

"  And  you  are  not  hu*"t  ? "  asked  Phihp. 

"  Not  a  scratch." 

"And  you,  Boris?  What  has  happened  to 
you  since  we  parted  in  the  Caf^  of  the  Five 
Nations,  in  Adrianople  ? " 

"I  can  tell  my  story  in  a  ft.  words,"  said 
the  Bulgarian.  "Five  minutes  after  you  had 
hidden  me  in  the  well,  three  men  dropped  down 
upon  me  from  above,  like  cats.  Before  I  had 
time  to  draw  my  revolver,  I  was  seized,  gagged, 
and  bound.  I  struggled;  but  it  was  no  use. 
The  odds  were  three  to  one.  When  I  came  to 
my  senses,  I  was  in  a  bullock-wagon,  jolting 
along  a  road.  I  was  brought  into  Rodosto  by 
night.  I  assured  them,  time  and  again,  that  I 
was  not  an  Englishman ;  that  it  would  be  useless 
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for  them  to  apply  to  England  for  a  ransom. 
They  w«  uW  not  believe  me.  They  knew  that 
you  were  in  Adrianople,  disguised  as  a  Turk. 
I  remember  you  told  me  your  uncle  had  noticed 
a  physical  resemblance  between  us;  we  are 
about  the  same  height  and  build.  It  was  not 
until  this  morning  that  the  man  with  the  broken 
nose  arrived  from  Adrianople.  He  was  quite 
unable  to  say  who  I  was,  but  he  remembered 
he  had  seen  me  before,  and  in  your  company, 
on  the  night  we  ran  him  down.  They  were 
deliberating  what  was  best  to  do  with  me,  when 
this  gentleman  appeared  upon  the  scene,  and 
offered  to  pay  the  ransom.  The  rest  of  the 
story  you  know." 

"  It  appears,"  said  Philip,  "  we  arrived  at  the 
eleventh  hour." 

"  You  did,"  said  Boris.  "  And  in  any  case,  it 
is  already  past  twelve  o'clock,  and  to-day  is 
November  the  first— the  day  on  which,  if  the 
ransom  was  not  forthcoming,  thej  intended  to 
put  me  to  death." 

"I  am  afraid,"  saitl  Philip,  "I  am  the  only 
one  who  has  made  a  fool  of  himself.  I  lent  my 
revoi/er  to  you,  Boris.  I  was  unwise  enough 
to  go  for  t}  am  with  bare  fists  as  they  came  out 
of  the  door." 
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It  was  some  time  since  Philip  had  spoken  at 
any  length ;  and  it  was  now  that  Boris  Petroff 
and  the  war-correspondent  noticed  that  his  voice 
was  weak  and  faint. 

"What's  this?"  cried  Boris,  in  alarm.  "Why, 
my  poor  friend,  you're  hurt  I  Your  coat  is 
saturated  in  blood ! " 

"Yes,"  said  Philip.  "Barco  stabbed  me  in 
the  neck." 

Bayly  took  one  arm,  and  Boris  Petroff  the 
other,  and  together  they  assisted  Philip  to  walk 
into  the  town.  They  stopped  outside  the  first 
house  to  which  they  came  in  which  there  was  a 
light,  and  knocked  upon  the  door.  Immediately, 
it  was  opened  by  an  old  woman,  an  Armenian, 
to  whom  they  explained  that  they  had  with 
them  a  wounded  man  who  stood  in  need  of 
attendance. 

At  her  suggestion,  they  took  Philip  to  a  room 
at  the  top  of  the  house,  where  she  supplied  them 
with  water,  bandages,  and  even  disinfectants 
w'^ich  she  had  procured  that  very  day,  for  fear 
Ox  the  cholera  which  was  already  ravaging  the 
troops. 

In  the  matter  of  giving  first  aid  to  the 
wounded,  Steed  Bayly  proved  himself  an  expert. 
Indeed,  there  were  few  thin^^s  that  this  inde- 
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fatigable  gentleman  seemed  unable  to  do.  He 
washed  the  wound  with  the  greatest  care,  in 
water  reeking  of  carbolic.  '  ''hen,  he  bound  up 
Philip's  neck  and  shoulde.  with  bandages  and 
cotton  lint.  Finally,  he  p.  duccd  his  flask,  and 
gave  the  patient  a  sip  of  brandy. 

By  then,  Philip,  who  felt  completely  recovered, 
was  pro  ,.  '.ting  that  all  this  trouble  was  nonsense. 
He  said  that  he  still  felt  a  little  weak  from  loss 
of  blood,  but  that  he  was  quite  able  to  walk 
back  to  the  han  where  he  had  letl  his  horse. 

In  this  room  was  a  flight  of  steps  that  led  out 
upon  the  flat  roof  of  the  house.  Thither  Boris 
had  already  ascended ;  and  the  young  Bulgarian, 
who  had  spent  several  days  shut  up  in  a  little 
room  in  semi-dark*,  ss,  now  'leJ  to  Steed 
Bayly  to  come  up  and  see  the  sui  ^e.  The  war- 
correspondent,  adjusting  his  eyeglass,  ascended 
the  steps,  follower'  by  Ph-'p  Thorntoa 

The  sight  wh*  •'.  met  their  eyes  was  typical 
of  the  East.  Geographically,  they  were  in 
Europe ;  but  both  shores  of  the  Marmora  Sea 
belong  to  the  world  of  Asia.  Below  them, 
in  the  grey  light  of  dawn,  was  one  of  the  cities 
of  the  ancient  world,  whence  came  enlighten- 
ment to  Greece.  The  house  was  situated  on 
a    hilltop,  north    of   the   town.     Immediately 
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before  them,  the  white,  square-cut  houses, 
mingled  with  the  Cyprus  groves,  fell,  tier  below 
tier,  to  the  margin  of  the  sea,  whereon  the 
sails  of  dozens  of  native  craft  showed  white 
upon  the  calm,  dark  blue  surface.  Behind 
them  were  the  black,  tree-covered  hills,  ending 
in  the  two  promontories  that  enclosed  Rodosto 
Bay,  upon  one  of  which  there  was  a  lighthouse, 
conical  and  white.  To  the  east,  beyond  the 
hills  to  the  north  of  Eregli,  the  sun  was  rising 
in  a  blaze  of  gold.  Westward,  the  white  road 
that  led  to  the  north  rose,  step  by  step,  to 
the  table-land  of  Thrace. 

As  these  three  adventurers  stood  upon  the 
house-top,  regarding  the  beauty  of  the  scene, 
there  came  to  their  ears  a  faint  purring  sound, 
like  the  droning  of  some  enormous  insect. 
This  grew  louder  and  louder  as  they  listened. 
Once,  it  was  broken  by  a  jerk,  and  then  con- 
tinued still  louder,  but  slower  than  before. 

Steed  Bayly's  lips  were  parted  ;  his  eyes  were 
fixed  upon  the  white  road  to  the  west.  For 
fuL'y  a  minute  he  neither  moved  nor  spoke. 
Then,  suddenly,  there  appeared  amid  the  hills 
a  motor-car,  not  five  hundred  paces  distant. 

For  a  moment,  the  car  seemed  to  hang  upon 
the  crest-line.  Then  the  driver  changed  gear, 
and  it  came  down  towards  Rodosto  with  a  rush. 
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« Jackson  1"  cried  Bayly.  "That's  The 
Delphian  car ! " 

Steed  Bayly  went  down  the  steps,  three  at 
a  time.  When  he  reached  the  front  door, 
he  flung  it  open,  and  slammed  it  so  violently 
as  to  shake  the  house  from  its  very  foundations 
to  the  roof.  Then,  he  raced  through  the  streets 
like  a  maniac.  He  was  so  excited  that  he 
flung  his  arms  about  him  as  he  ran.  PhiUp 
and  Boris  PetrofF  followed  at  his  heels  as 
quickly  as  they  could. 

Once,  in  the  centre  of  the  town,  Bayly, 
turning  a  corner  quickly,  came  full  tilt  into 
a  hammal,  whom  he  knocked  head  over  heels. 
At  another  time,  his  course  was  impeded  by 
a  man  carrying  upon  his  back  an  enormous 
bundle  of  oats.  The  man  flew  in  one  direction, 
and  the  bundle  of  oats  in  another ;  and  the 
war-correspondent  passed  between  them,  his 
eyeglass  still  in  his  eye. 

He  made  straight  for  the  quay.  He  ran 
so  fast  they  found  it  no  easy  matter  to  keep 
up  with  him.  When  they  came  upon  him 
again,  he  was  on  one  of  the  jetties,  in  imminent 
danger  of  falling  into  the  water,  struggling 
on  the  very  brink,  with  a  great,  bull-necked 
Englishman,  who  was  obviously  a  sailor. 

"  Why  haven't  you  coaled  ? "  he  was  roaring. 
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"What  did  you  promise  me,  you  scoundrel? 
Why  aren't  we  under  way  ? " 

The  man  tried  in  vain  to  answer.  Though 
he  appeared  to  be  a  man  of  herculean  strength, 
the  war-correspondent  was  shaking  him  as 
a  terrier  shakes  a  rat. 

"I  tell  you,  I've  not  a  moment  to  losel" 
cried  Bayly.  "If  we  are  not  clear  of  this 
jetty  in  five  minutes,  I  swear  to  you,  I'll  shoot 
you  dead— stone  dead— dead  as  pork.  When 
will  you  be  ready  to  start  ? " 

He  then  let  go  his  victim's  throat;  and 
the  man  answered  in  a  voice  that  was  pecuHarly 
squeaky  and  high-pitched  for  one  who  was 
so  large  and  deep  of  chest. 
"  I'm  ready  now,"  said  he. 
"Then,  why  didn't  you  say  so?"  roared 
the  war-correspondent. 

"Because,'  answered  the  sailor  with  perfect 
truth,  "  because  you  never  gave  me  a  chance." 

"Jump  in!"  cried  Bayly.  "Jump  in,  and 
let  her  go ! " 

Both  together  sprang  down  into  the  tug, 
which  rolled  at  her  moorings  on  the  swell. 
With  quick  hands  the  three  Greeks  who  formed 
the  crew  set  free  the  hawsers  from  the  bollards. 
The  engines  began  to  throb,  and  the  screw 
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to  chum  the  water;  and  a  moment  later,  the 
tug  was  under  way. 

At  that  moment,  another  Englishman  dashed 
down  the  jetty.  He  was  a  little  man  who 
wore  riding-boots  which  were  splashed  with 
mud.  In  his  haste,  his  hat  had  blown  off,  and 
the  sun  shone  upon  a  head  that  was  abso- 
lutely bald.  Philip  recognised  him  at  once. 
It  was  Horace  Jackson,  the  famous  war- 
correspondent  of  Th".  Delphian,  the  author  of 
To  Pekin  from  the  Taku  Forts  and  The  Great 
White  Man's  War. 

At  that  moment,  Steed  Bayly  was  not  visible. 
His  figure  was  screened  by  the  steps  of  the 
gangway  that  led  to  the  bridge.  Jackson  lifted 
hiS  hands  to  his  mouth,  and  shouted  to  the 
skipper  of  the  tug. 

"A  hundred  pounds,"  he  cried,  "for  that 
tug — money  down ! " 

Whereupon,  Steed  Bayly  appeared  upon  tb.e 
bridge,  and  in  his  inimitable  manner  kissed  his 
hand  to  his  rival  and  his  friend. 

"Au  revoir,  old  man,"  he  cried.  "I  am 
taking  a  short  sea  voyage  for  the  benefit  of 
my  health." 

Horace  Jackson  turned  away  in  disgust.  He 
was  Uteraily  foaming  at  t^ie  mouth. 
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CHAPTER  XVII 

THE  BELEAGUERED  CITY 

Throughout  the  whole  of  that  mornir 
Horace  Jackson,  the  distinguished  con 
spondent  of  The  Delphian,  one  of  the  m< 
influential  papers  in  the  world,  was  searchi 
Rodosto  harbour  from  east  to  west  in  1 
endeavour  to  find  some  kind  of  steamship 
any  kind,  in  fact,  that  could  boast  of  a  padd 
box  or  a  screw — to  take  him  to  Constantinop 
His  efforts  were  entirely  unsuccessful.  He  c 
not  get  away  until  late  in  the  afternoon,  wh 
the  Austrian  packet  arrived  from  the  Dan 
nelles.  By  then.  Steed  Bayly  had  left  C( 
stantinople,  and  wa"  on  his  way  to  1 
Roumanian  port  to  cable  his  famous  dispatch. 
Two  days  later,  Europe  stood  amazed  at  1 
resources  of  modern  journalism.  The  Da 
Gazette  published  an  account  of  the  Battle 
Lule  Burgas  which  extended  over  two  and 
quarter  pages ;  whereas  the  readers  of  otl 
newspapers,  such  as  The  Delphian  and  1 
Morning  Gloj'y,  had  to  satisfy  themselves  w 
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a  brief,  censored  paragraph,  setting  forth  the 
indisputable  fact  that  the  Turkish  army  was  in 
full  retreat  upon  the  famous  lines  of  Chatalja. 
How  Steed  Bayly  was  re'/arded  by  the  pro- 
prietors of  his  paper,  «nd  how  henceforward 
he  was  looked  upon  as  the  most  capable  and 
brilliant  man  in  his  p  ofession,  are  facts  which 
lie  beyond  the  margir.  of  this  tale.  He  drops 
out  of  our  story  as  he  came  into  it:  on  a 
sudden,  and  with  his  eyeglass  in  his  eye. 

As  for  his  rivals,  no  &.'oner  bad  Jackson  left 
Rodosto  on  the  Austrian  steam-packet,  than 
Mallory,  of  the  Morning  Glorij,  in  a  sixty 
horse-power  Panhard,  came  flying  into  the 
town.  When  he  heard  that  both  The  Delphian 
and  the  Daily  'Gazette  were  before  him,  he  tore 
his  hair  out  by  the  roots,  and  stamped  and 
fumed.  He  tried  to  buy  up  every  ship  in  the 
harbour;  and  finally,  setting  sail  in  a  small 
fishing  craft,  he  had  the  misfortune  to  fall  in 
with  a  storm  that  very  night.  The  skipper 
was  obliged  to  put  in  to  Silivri,  where  they 
arrived  with  a  sail  ripped  by  the  wind  to  shreds. 
Thence,  Mallory  took  horse,  purchasing  the 
only  animal  to  be  procured  in  the  town,  at  a 
most  fictitious  price.  On  the  back  of  this  poor 
b    te,  he  gallopeo  towards  Stamboul,  until  the 
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horse  fell  dead  within  sight  of  the  towers 
St.  Sophia.  Covered  from  head  to  foot  in  mu 
panting  and  out  of  breath,  with  his  clothes  to: 
to  tatters,  he  scrambled  on  board  the  Constan 
boat  as  the  anchor  was  being  weighed;  ai 
there,  to  his  amazement,  found  himself  face 
face  with  Jackson. 

But  these  things  have  little  to  do  with  o 
story,  beyond  the  fact  that  Steed  Bayly  render 
material  lie  j  to  Philip,  with  whose  adventur 
we  are  mainly  concerned.  For  ull  that,  it 
well  to  consider  the  hardships  that  must 
undergone,  the  dangers  that  must  often  be  m 
and  the  breathless  excitement  of  the  inevital 
race  for  the  cable's  end,  in  order  that  we  m 
read  in  comfort  at  our  breakfast  tables  a  glo 
ing  account  of  a  battle  fought  only  a  few  da 
before,  on  the  other  side  of  the  world. 

That  night  PhiUp  and  Boris  Petroff  remain 
in  the  Turkish  han  where  Philip  had  stabl 
his  horse.     By  lamplight,  in  the  small  hours 
the  morning,  Philip  told  his  story ;  and  then  t 
sealed  orders  were  opened. 

These  were  brief  and  to  the  point,  as  milita 
orders  should  be.  The  four  Macedonian  soldi( 
were  to  return  at  once  to  the  Bulgarian  arn 
finding  their  way  back  as  best  they  could.    (' 
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course  the  writer  could  not  have  known  that 
these  men  were  destined  to  be  struck  down 
upon  the  field  of  Lule  Burgas,  before  they  were 
three  miles  from  camp.)  As  soon  as  the  escort 
had  departed,  Boris  and  his  English  friend  were 
to  take  steps  to  change  their  disguises.  It  was 
suggested  that  they  should  pass  themselves  off 
as  the  two  sons  of  a  well-to-do  Turkish  merchant 
of  Salonica.  As  we  know,  there  was  a  strong 
resemblance  between  them,  and  they  might  easily 
pass  as  brothers.  They  were  to  proceed  to 
Adrianople  and  report  themselves  to  General 
Ivanoff,  commanding  the  investing  forces,  who 
had  been  apprised  of  their  coming.  The  general 
would  give  them  the  benefit  of  any  information 
he  possessed,  and  would  do  his  utmost  to  assist 
them  to  enter  the  town.  If  they  succeeded  in 
passing  the  Turkish  outposts  and  gaining  the 
city,  they  were  to  go  at  once  to  the  Cafe  of 
the  Five  Nations,  and  obtain  the  dispatches 
which  Philip  Thornton  had  hidden.  Having 
gained  possession  of  these,  they  were  to  return 
and  deliver  the  dispatches  into  the  hands  of  the 
general.  If  the  enterprise  succeeded,  Boris  was 
promised  speedy  promotion. 

The  young  Bulgarian  was  all  eagerness  to 
start.    However,  in  any  case,  he  would  not  have 
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been  able  to  do  to  for  some  days ;  for  his  frie 
was  seized  by  a  fever.  For  three  nights  Phi 
lay  tossing  on  a  divan  in  the  harit  with  a  thi 
that  scorched  his  throat,  a  tongue  that  ckve 
the  roof  of  his  mouth,  and  a  skin  that  was  < 
and  burning.  This  fever  had,  no  doubt,  b< 
brought  on  by  loss  of  blood  and  subsequ( 
exertion.  Boris  Petroff  obtained  the  services 
a  Greek  doctor  who  had  studied  medicine 
Heidelberg ;  and  in  a  week's  time,  following  1 
doctor's  directions,  the  young  Englishman  \ 
completely  restored  to  health. 

By  then,  the  town  of  Rodosto  had  fallen  ii 
the  hands  of  the  victorious  Bulgarian  arr 
Practically  no  effort  was  made  to  defend 
position  which,  properly  manned  and  entrench 
could  have  held  in  check  for  some  days 
advance  of  Savoff  s  main  army. 

Boris  reported  himself  to  the  general  in  cc 
mand,  proving  his  identity  by  the  orders  he  1 
received  from  the  Chief  of  Staff.  He  explaii 
that  it  was  impossible  for  him  to  start 
Adrianople,  until  his  English  friend  was  si 
ciently  recovered  to  withstand  the  rigours  of 
journey.  He  was  forced  by  circumstance 
rely  wholly  upon  Philip. 

At^last,  when  the  two  friends  were  about 
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set  forth  upon  their  journey,  news  was  received 
that  an  armistice  had  been  declared  before  the 
lines  of  Chatalja.  The  Bulgarian  nmiy,  advan- 
cing upon  the  capital,  had  been  brought  to  a 
standstill  before  the  famous  line  of  forts  which 
extends  across  the  narrowest  part  of  the  penin- 
sula, about  twenty  miles  from  Constantinople. 
After  some  delay,  it  was  decided  that  hostilities 
should  cease,  whilst  a  Peace  Conference  was 
held  in  London.  None  the  less,  the  investment 
of  the  three  beleaguered  fortresses — Adrianople, 
Scutari  and  Yanina — was  to  continue,  and  no 
food  supplies  were  to  be  allowed  to  pass  into 
the  stricken  towns.  Both  Philip  and  Boris 
were  sent  for  by  the  general  in  command  at 
Rodosto. 

He  told  them  he  had  received  a  letter  by  a 
dispatch-rider,  who  had  come  in  from  Adrianople 
late  in  the  previous  evening,  saying  that,  by  the 
terms  of  the  armistice,  a  spy  could  not  attempt 
to  enter  the  fortress  whilst  the  peace  negotiations 
were  in  progress.  So  much  depended  upon  gain- 
ing possession  of  the  hidden  dispatches  that 
General  Ivanoff  suggested  that  Petroff  should 
report  himself  at  head-quarters  directly  hostili- 
ties were  continued.  Boris  had  made  known 
the  ccmtents  of  his  dispatches,  which  contained 


962  THE  SWORD  OF  DELIVERANC] 

invaluable  information  in  regard  to  Yildiz,  To 
Yolu,  and  other  forts  on  the  eastern  side  of  tli 
town.  The  general  felt  that  he  would  not  t 
justified  in  ordering  a  general  assault  upon  tY 
Turkish  position  until  he  was  in  possession  ( 
information  of  such  vast  importance  as  the  coi 
tents  of  PetrofTs  dispatches,  which,  with  litt 
stretch  of  the  imagination,  might  be  called  th 
keys  of  Adrianople. 

It  was  not  until  the  first  week  of  Februnr 
that  the  two  friends  received  orders  to  bctal 
themselves  to  the  beleaguered  city.  They  a( 
companied  an  empty  convoy  which  was  to  pn 
ceed  from  Rodosto  to  Mustafa  Pasha,  passir 
Adrianople.  Hostilities  had  not  yet  bee 
resum.ed ;  the  Peace  Conference  was  still  sitting 
but  it  seemed  more  and  more  improbable  thi 
the  diplomats  would  arrive  at  a  mutual  agrei 
ment,  and  both  sides  were  anxious  to  contini 
the  war. 

The  tableland  of  Thrace  was  Mtterly  cole 
icy  winds  blew  from  the  steppes  of  Russia,  an 
the  country-side  was  buried  in  snow.  Upc 
an  endless  expanse  of  whiteness,  the  main  roa 
traversed  by  the  wheels  of  baggage-trains,  coi 
voys  and  ammunition-columns,  and  trampled  b 
the  feet  of  armies,  lay  like  the  twisted  fori 
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of  some  enormous  serpent,  extending  from 
horizon  to  horizon,  across  the  face  of  that 
bleak,  inhospitable  country.  The  valley  of  the 
Karagach,  where  during  the  last  three  days  of 
October  the  greatest  conflict  of  modern  times 
had  raged,  was  desolate  and  still.  The  field 
of  Lule  Burgas  was  as  silent  as  the  grave.  The 
snow  was  spread  like  a  pall  upon  the  ground 
where  so  many  thousands  of  gallant  soldiers  had 
sacrificed  their  lives. 

In  all,  it  took  them  fourteen  days  to  reach 
Adrianople;  and  immediately  on  their  arrival, 
they  were  sent  for  by  the  general,  who  received 
them  with  the  greatest  courtesy.  That  night 
they  dined  with  General  Ivanoft'  and  his  staff",  in 
the  house  where  he  had  taken  up  his  quarters. 
A  great  wood  fire  was  burning  in  the  grate ; 
and  it  was,  indeed,  a  luxury  to  sit  at  a  table  once 
again,  to  eat  the  best  of  food,  and  to  drink  the 
excellent  wine  which  comes  from  Roumania. 

After  dinner,  the  general  took  Boris  and  his 
chief  staff*-officer  into  his  office,  a  small  room 
on  the  other  side  of  the  house,  whilst  Philip 
remained  in  the  dining-room  to  be  entertained 
by  the  junior  members  of  the  staff". 

During  that  interview,  Boris  was  shown  the 
maps  and  plans  of  the  city  in  possession  of  the 
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general.  The  young  lieutenant  was  able  to 
give  a  detailed  account  of  the  contents  of  his 
dispatches,  but  he  could  not  quote  from  memorj 
the  various  notes  he  had  taken.  In  obedience  tc 
the  orders  he  had  received  on  leaving  Sofia,  he 
had  confined  the  greater  part  of  his  energies  tc 
the  forts  on  the  eastern  side  of  the  town.  A* 
far  as  these  were  concerned,  he  promised  the 
general  that  his  dispatches  would  be  found  tc 
contain  the  most  important  information  ;  he  had 
noted  the  number,  positions,  and  nature  of  the 
guni ;  he  had  explored  the  field  of  fire  of  eacl 
fort,  and  had  made  a  note  of  suitable  landmarks 
to  denote  the  most  advantageous  lines  of  attack 
he  had  also  discovered  the  strength  of  th( 
various  garrisons,  and  the  CJipabilities  of  the 
commanders:  and  he  had  noted  the  varioui 
kinds  of  obstacles — such  as  barbed  wire  entangle 
ments  and  abattis — by  means  of  which  the  Turk; 
had  strengthened  their  position. 

On  asking  the  general  whether  he  had  doiK 
right  to  hide  his  dispatches,  Boris  incurred  s 
violent  slap  on  the  back.  The  generallburst  int( 
laughter. 

"As  things  have  turned  out,"  said  he,  "yoi 
appear  to  have  done  wrong.  However,  yoi 
could  not  foresee  that  you  would  be  mistakei 
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for  someone  else,  and  held  as  hostage  by  a  pack 
of  gipsies.  The  chances  were  that— if  you  were 
captured  at  all — you  would  be  captured  by  the 
Turks.  It  would  certainly  have  been  a  great 
misfortune  if  these  dispatches  had  fallen  into 
the  hands  of  the  enemy.  The  garrison  would 
have  been  put  upon  their  guard.  As  it  is,  there 
is  a  chance  of  getting  them  back.  To-morrow, 
I  am  going  to  send  you  across  the  Tunja.  You 
will  spend  a  day  i  :  a  village  on  the  northern 
side  of  the  town.  At  ten  o'clock  at  night,  you 
will  set  out  with  your  friend,  pass  the  forts,  and 
endeavour  to  get  into  the  town.  I  must  warn 
you  we  have  already  discovered  that  the  Turkish 
sentries  are  particularly  alert.  How  you  are 
to  succeed,  I  cannot  tell  you.  You  must  trust 
to  your  own  common  sense  and  courage — and 
also,  to  luck.  You  must  not  start  before  ten 
o'clock.  By  then,  the  majority  of  the  people 
in  the  city  will  be  asleep.  If  you  manage  to 
secure  your  dispatches,  you  will  do  your  utmost 
to  get  back  here  with  as  little  delay  as  possible. 
I  shall  not  expect  you  till  I  see  you,  and  I  hope 
to  see  you  soon.  Much  depends  upon  your 
efforts."  The  general  held  out  his  hand,  and 
Boris  took  it. 
The  following  afternoon,  a  staff-officer  con- 
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ducted  Boris  and  Philip  Thornton  to  the  villag 
where  they  were  to  hide  throughout  the  earlie 
part  of  the  night.  All  three  wer«  mounted 
and  wrapped  about  in  heavy  fur  coats,  unde 
which  the  two  friends  wore  .  costume  whic 
is,  perhaps,  the  most  peaceable,  conventiont 
and  matter  of  fact,  in  the  world. 

They  were  to  pass  themselves  off  as  tw 
Turks  of  the  merchant  class.  They  wor 
starched  collars— a  trifle  too  high  for  comfoi 
— grey  trousers,  and  frock-coats.  Were  it  nt 
for  the  fez  that  each  was  to  wear  upon  his  heac 
they  would  have  resembled  a  pair  of  Londo 
shop  assistants,  or  stockbrokers'  clerks. 

And  yet,  they  were  about  to  set  forth  upo 
the  most  dangerous  enterprise  it  is  possible  t 
undertake.  It  is  one  thing  to  enter  into  battl 
shoulder  to  shoulder  with  one's  comrades,  an 
proud  of  the  uniform  one  wears ;  it  is  anoth( 
to  creep  by  dead  of  night,  disguised  as  one  ( 
the  enemy,  into  the  very  jaws  of  death.  1 
war — and  modern  war  especially — good  informi 
tion  in  regard  to  the  dispositions  and  intentioi 
of  the  enemy  is  one  of  the  secrets  of  succes 
In  order  to  gain  information,  the  employmei 
of  spies  is  a  necessity.  If  scant  mercy  is  show 
to  the  spy  who  has  the  misfortune  to  be  caugl 
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red-handed  at  his  work,  it  is  because  the  trade 
of  espionage  is  not  to  be  encouraged.  Though 
the  word  has  dishonourable  connections,  there 
is  nothing  disgraceful  in  the  calling  of  a  naval 
or  military  spy.  On  the  contrary,  it  is  a  busi- 
ness that  requires  nerves  of  steel,  inordinate 
courage  and  powers  of  resource,  and  a  total 
contempt  for  death. 

As  he  waited  in  that  deserted  house  in  the 
valley  of  the  Tunja,  Philip  realised  to  the  full 
the  perilous  nature  of  his  mission.  lie  tried 
to  explain  !-ow  it  was  that  he  found  himself 
mixed  up  with  the  affairs  first  of  one  army,  and 
then  of  the  other.  He  could  not  understand 
why  he — an  Englishman — who  had  originally 
set  out  with  the  object  of  avenging  his  uncle'.T 
murder — had  been  drawn  towards  the  vortex 
of  a  war  in  which  five  alien  nations  were 
engaged.  He  was  ;  >le  to  see  that  his  friend- 
ship with  Boris  h.  luch  to  do  with  it;  but 
events  over  which  ht  aimself  had  no  control  had 
compelled  hiiii — whether  or  not  he  had  wished 
it — to  take  an  active  part  in  the  operations. 
If  the  truth  be  told,  he  was  by  no  means  eager 
to  undertake  this  last  and  dangerous  enterprise. 
All  along,  his  sympathies  had  been  with  the 
Turk.     And  yet,  there  was  Boris  to  consider; 
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he  could  not  desert  his  friend  at  the  eleventh 
hour.     Moreover,  there  was  Alma. 

For  hour  upon  hour,  after  the  darkness  hac 
fallen,  Boris,  the  scaff-officer,  and  Philip  sat  ir 
that  cold,  draughty,  and  deserted  house.  Fom 
words  passed  betweep  them.  Neither  Bori; 
nor  Philip  was  much  inclined  to  talk.  Fron 
time  to  time,  the  staff-officer  struck  a  matcl 
and  looked  at  a  watch  he  held  in  his  hand 
After  a  while,  the  silence  became  hard  to  bear 
At  such  moments,  the  bravest  man  is  apt  t( 
tremble  in  suspense. 

At  last,  the  staff-officer  clos>  d  his  watch  witl 
a  snap. 

"  Ten  o'clock,"  said  he.  "  It  is  time  for  yoi 
to  start." 

All  three  rose  to  their  feet.  The  staff-office 
accompanied  them  to  the  door. 

"  Au  revoir,"  said  he. 

Side  by  side,  the  two  friends  set  fortl 
together,  into  the  darkness,  towards  the  be 
leaguered  town. 
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TWO  OF  A  TRADE 


The  night  was  exceedingly  dark.  The  sky 
was  clouded  over ;  and  it  seemed  probable  that, 
before  daybreak,  there  would  be  another  fall 
of  snow.  If  the  moon  had  been  out,  their  task 
had  been  fraught  with  danger  from  the  first, 
for  their  figures  would  have  been  conspicuous 
at  a  distance  against  the  whiteness  of  the 
snow. 

The  ring  of  forts  that  encircles  Adrianople 
has  a  circumference  of  about  twenty-five  miles. 

The  city  itself  has  great  natural  facilities  for 
military  defence.  Lying,  as  it  does,  at  the 
junction  of  three  rivers,  it  is  situated  on  low- 
lying  ground,  surrounded  by  hills  upon  the  east, 
north,  and  west,  and  protected  by  a  wide  marsh 
to  the  south.  The  Maritza  and  its  tributary, 
the  Arda,  flow  towards  the  town  from  the  west, 
by  way  of  the  valley  in  which  the  railway 
station  and  the  settlement  are  situated.  About 
two  miles  farther  downstream,  the  Tunja  joins 
the  Maritza  from  the  north,  forming  a  com- 
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plete  gcmicircle  around  the  western  side  of  th( 

city. 

It  will  be  seen,  therefore,  that  it  was  well 
nigh  impossible  for  the  Bulgarian  spy  and  hii 
companion  to  enter  Adrianople  from  the  west 
Their  only  hope— as  the  general  had  pointec 
out— lay  by  way  of  the  left  bank  of  the  Tunja 
whence  they  could  approach  the  city  withou 
having  to  cross  one  of  the  numerous  bridge 
across  the  rivers. 

The  hills  upon  the  north  are  both  higher  an( 
steeper  than  those  toward  the  south.  Nearl; 
every  hilltop  is  crowned  by  a  redoubt — tha 
is,  a  fort  enclosed  upon  all  sides  by  parapet 
ditch,  and  banquette.  Each  of  the  redoubt 
around  Adrianople  is  isolated  and  independen 
as  far  as  provisions  and  ammunition  supplies  ar 
concerned,  though  all  maintain  intercommuni 
cation  between  themselves  and  the  city,  and  i 
case  of  attack  afford  what  is  known  as  "  recipr( 
cal  defence  " — that  is  to  say,  an  attacking  part 
advancing  upon  one  redoubt  would  be  subjecte 
to  cross-fire  from  the  works  on  either  side. 

Hence,  there  was  little  to  prevent  Boris  an 
Philip  reaching  the  walls  of  the  town  in  safet; 
It  was  here  their  real  danger  would  begin.  Tl 
city  itself  was  patrolled  by  police  and  encircle 
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by  8  cordon  of  double  sentries,  a  guard  being 
mounted  at  the  entrance  to  every  street.  The 
object  of  this  was  more  to  see  that  no  member 
of  the  civilian  population  left  the  city,  than  to 
prevent  the  entrance  of  anyone  from  outside.  It 
was  of  the  utmost  importance  to  Shukri  Pasha, 
the  Governor,  not  to  allow  any  person,  who 
might  be  able  to  give  valuable  information  to 
the  enemy,  to  pass  through  the  sentries  to  the 
Bulgarian  lines. 

Half  walking,  half  running,  with  soft  foot- 
steps upon  the  crisp,  powdery  snow,  they  passed 
under  the  very  guns  of  the  Bashi  Faki  Fort. 
Even  on  the  darkest  night,  it  is  possible  to  dis- 
tinguish the  sky-line.  The  sharp,  conical  hill 
stood  out  before  them,  blacker  than  the  darkness 
of  the  sky.  They  could  see  the  level  line  of  the 
parapet,  above  which,  here  and  there,  were  dis- 
tinguishable the  head  and  shoulders  of  a  sentry, 
motionless  and  alert.  So  close  were  they  that 
they  could  even  see  the  tall,  upright  flagstaff. 
The  flag  was  lowered,  but  a  gentle  breeze  was 
blowing  from  the  north-east,  and  this  was  suffi- 
cient to  make  the  cord  strike  against  the  staff 
with  a  tapping  sound,  irregular,  but  persistent, 
not  unlike  the  noise  made  by  a  telegraph 
operator  at  work  at  the  transmitter. 


\n 


J" 


i*    *', 


!  I 


fi  ^r 


!     i 


272  THE  SWORD  OF  DEUVERANCl 

Keeping  as  much  as  possible  to  the  lo^ 
ground,  they  crept  forward  as  stealthily  i 
possible.  Suddenly,  Philip  was  tripped  up 
there  was  a  peculiar  •♦  twanging"  sound,  like  tl 
note  of  a  banjo  string ;  and  he  was  hurled  hea( 
foremost  into  the  snow. 

For  some  seconds,  he  lay  quite  still.  K 
almost  feared  to  breathe.  Boris  came  towan 
him  on  hands  and  knees,  and  whispered  in  h 

ear. 

"Keep  quite  still,"  said  he,  '^and  listen, 
don't  think  we  were  heard." 

"  What  happened  ? "  asked  Philip. 

"  Low  wire  entanglement — under  the  sno 
Lucky  it  was  not  mined.  In  one  or  two  plac 
if  you  trip  over  the  wire,  you  fire  a  fougasse." 

"  What's  that  ? "  asked  Philip. 

"  Oh,  it's  a  kind  of  shallow  mine,"  said  Boi 
"  But,  keep  quiet,  and  listen." 

They  remained  for  some  minutes  witht 
speaking,  but  could  hear  no  movement  amc 
the  sentries  in  the  fort.  It  was  obvious  tl 
the  noise  of  the  wire  had  not  been  heard. 

When  they  endeavoured  to  move  forwa 
they  found  it  was  no  such  easy  matter  to  ( 
engage  themselves  from  the  wire  entanglemt 
which  seemed  to  be  all  around  them.     Ow 
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to  the  darkness,  they  were  not  able  to  retrace 
their  footmarks ;  and  it  was  fully  half  an  hour 
before  they  were  free  of  the  obstacle,  and  were 
able  to  continue  upon  their  way. 

Keeping  to  the  foot  of  the  hills,  they  walked 
due  south,  parallel  to  the  river.  They  were 
now  well  within  the  line  of  eastern  forts  which 
had  been  so  thoroughly  reconnoitred  by  Boris 
during  the  days  prior  to  the  outbreak  of  the 
"'ar.  They  expected  to  meet  with  no  further 
difficulties  until  they  reached  the  outskirts  of 
the  i  •.  As  for  their  subsequent  course  of 
action,  chey  decided  it  would  be  useless  to  make 
any  definite  plan,  until  they  saw  for  themselves 
the  difficulties  with  which  they  would  have  to 
contend. 

They  came  upon  the  city  unexpectedly,  at  a 
place  where  there  was  a  long,  low-lying  building 
not  unlike  a  barrack.  They  turned  to  their  left, 
and  had  not  gone  ten  yards  before  Boris  seized 
his  friend  by  the  arm  and  pulled  him  roughly  to 
the  ground. 

"Down!"  he  whispered.  "Down  on  your 
face,  for  your  life  ! " 

Philip  obeyed,  though,  as  yet,  he  had  no 
inkling  of  his  danger.  Side  by  side,  they  lay, 
close  as  hares,  upon  their  faces  in  the  snow. 
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Then,  some  distance  away,  Philip  heard 
footsteps  cheeping  in  the  snow.  Listening,  h< 
came  to  the  conclusion  that  it  was  a  solitarj 
man  who  approached.  They  could  overpowei 
him,  if  the  worst  came  to  the  worst. 

The  man  came  nearer  and  nearer,  and  passe< 
so  close  to  them  that  they  were  able  to  maki 
out  his  shadow  in  the  darkness.  He  wa 
stealing  forward  on  tiptoe,  in  an  attitude  s 
crouched  that  he  was  practically  moving  oi 
all  fours.  From  time  to  time  he  stopped  an 
listened.  It  was  obvious  from  the  fellow's  att 
tude  that  he  had  no  more  business  without  th 
city  than  themselves. 

They  dared  not  spe-'k  to  one  another,  bi 

the  same  thoughts  were  passing  in  the  miii 

of  each :  they  wondered  who  this  man  coul 

be.     That  he  was  endeavouring  to  enter  tl 

city  unknown  to  the  sentries,  and  was  ignorai 

of   the  countersign,  was  perfectly   clear.     I 

could  not  therefore  be  a  Turk.     On  the  oth 

hand,  he  was  neither  a  Bulgarian  nor  a  Servia 

for  General  Ivanoff  would  undoubtedly  ha 

warned  them  that  another  attempt  was  to 

made  to  get  into  the  city.     At  all  events,  th< 

as  someone  abroad  on  this  dark,  frosty  nigl 

01  the  same  trade  as  themselves.     It  was  Bo 
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who  resolved  to  profit  by  this  unforeseen  occur- 
rence. As  soon  as  the  man  was  sufficiently 
out  of  earshot,  he  whispered  in  Philip's  ear. 

"  We  will  follow  this  man,"  said  he. 

Life,  even  in  the  ordinary  course  of  everyday 
affairs,  consists  largely  of  the  unexpected.  No 
man  was  ever  t  ijreat  as  to  be  able  to  control 
events  unconntoced  with  any  conduct  of  his 
own.  Plans,  therefore,  must  frequently  be 
changed;  and  this  is  particularly  the  case  in 
time  of  war.  Here  was  a  circumstance  they 
had  not  counted  on,  they  had  never  dreamed 
of.  They  would  use  this  fellow  as  a  scout. 
If  he  succeeded  in  getting  into  the  city,  they 
would  follow  after  him  ;  if  he  failed,  they  would 
be  warned  in  time,  and  could  try  some  other 
means  of  ingress.  It  was  not,  pe/haps,  the 
most  gallant  course  to  purf^ue,  but  those  who 
hold  the'-  lives  of  such  small  value  as  to  follow 
the  profession  of  a  spy  are  not  inclined  to  be 
over-chivalrous. 

Going  forward,  by  means  of  long,  silent 
strides,  they  followed  after  the  man,  keeping 
as  far  behind  him  as  they  could  without  losing 
sight  of  his  shadow  in  the  darkness.  It  was 
some  consolation  to  them  that  he  appeared 
to  know  where  he  was  going.     Never  for  a 
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rnomeni  was  he  seen  to  hesitate,  though  fre- 
quently he  stopped  to  listen ;  and  at  such  times 
they  stopped,  too,  and  held  their  breath. 

Presently,  they  heard  voices— voices  of  men 
who  laughed.  Without  doubt,  they  were  ap- 
proaching one  of  the  guards.  The  man  lay 
down  in  the  snow,  and  they  followed  suit. 

They  remained  thus  for  a  long  time ;  it  must 
have  been  nearly  an  hour.  The  man  may 
have  had  some  definite  object  in  view;  but 
it  is  more  likely  that  he  was  rooted  to  the 
spot  in  fear,  and  dared  not  approach  nearer 
to  the  guard. 

By  the  end  of  that  time,  a  calamity  hac 
befallen  them :  the  moon  was  appearing  in  th( 
midst  of  a  luminous  haze  in  the  sky,  imme 
diately  overhead.  Its  light  was  not  great,  bu 
it  seemed  much  to  them  whose  eyes  had  growi 
accustomed  to  the  almost  impenetrable  darkness 
To  their  left,  they  were  able  to  see  the  grea 
sheet  of  snow  that  extended  towards  the  hillj 
To  their  right  were  trees  and  a  high  wall 
above  which  they  coul.i  just  distinguish  th 
tall  minarets  of  a  mosque. 

After  a  while,  the  voices  were  silent.  N 
doubt,  the  sentries  had  been  relieved,  and  soni 
joke  had  been  passed  in  tlie  guard-room.    Eve 
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in  t'ijies  of  adversity,  the  Turkish  soldier  is 
one  i)f  tlie  light/  ;t-hearted  fellows  in  the  world. 
The,'  (ould  nov  see  the  man  they  had  followed 
quite  distinctly.  He  was  lying  full  length 
behind  a  shrub. 

Suddenly,  he  got  to  h's  feet,  and  to  their 
alarm,  approached  in  their  direction.  Phihp 
wormed  himself  into  the  snow,  endeavouring 
to  make  himself  as  flat  as  possible.  There 
followed  two  soft  "  clicks  "  as  each  one  of  the 
friends  drew  back  the  hammer  of  his  revolver. 

When  not  more  than  ten  paces  distant,  the  man 
stopped  dead.  For  a  moment,  they  thought 
they  were  discovered.  Almost  immediately, 
however,  to  their  intense  relief,  he  turned  away 
to  his  left,  and  approached  the  clump  of  trees. 
It  was  then  that  they  obtained  a  fair  view 
of  him  in  the  moonlight. 

He  was  a  tall  man,  broad  of  shoulder  and 
of  muscular  build,  dressed  in  European  clothes. 
To  their  surprise  he  was  wearing  a  fez.  Since 
he  had  no  overcoat,  he  must  have  been  bitterly 
cold,  for  it  was  still  freezing  hard.  Moreover, 
he  was  without  a  waistcoat;  they  could  see 
a  white  shirt,  open  at  the  neck,  and  also  some 
sort  of  white  waistband  which  doubtless  sup- 
ported his  trousers.    As  long  as  the  man  faced 
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them,  it  was  easy  to  distinguish  him  in  the 
darkness,  by  reason  of  his  white  shirt  and 
waistband;  but,  when  be  turned  his  back, 
he  became,  for  the  time  being,  invisible  against 
the  blackness  of  the  trunks  of  the  trees. 

After  a  few  seconds,  he  reappeared.  They 
were  now  able  to  see  his  dark  figure  moving  at 
the  foot  of  the  wall,  as  if  he  were  searching  for 
something.  Presently  he  stopped  again.  He 
was  now  nearer  to  them  than  ever.  Once  more 
he  paused  to  look  about  him,  to  see  if  he  was 
observed. 

Then,  with  a  spring,  he  jumped  to  the  top 
of  a  buttress  which  supported  the  wall  to  about 
halfway  up.  With  his  feet  upon  this,  he  was 
able  to  place  his  hands  upon  the  top  of  the  wall. 
Cautiously,  he  looked  over.  Then,  quick  as  a 
cat,  he  swung  both  legs  across,  and  dropped 
down  on  the  other  side. 

Boris  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  ran  to  the  wall 
with  Philip  close  at  his  heels.  As  they  did  so 
there  came  a  loud  shout  from  the  other  side.  A 
Turkish  word  of  command  rang  out  in  the  nigh 
like  a  shot.  "2>Mr/  Halt!  Who  goes  there ? ' 
Evidently  the  man  set  off  running  for  li- 
life,  for  they  heard  the  snow  crunching  unde 
his  feet.     But,  when  a  rifle  was  fired,  he  rai 
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back  to  the  wall ;  and  they  heard  him  cry  out 
in  Turkish  that  he  was  a  loyal  subject  of  the 
Sultan  and  meant  no  harm. 

Several  soldiers  came  up  to  him,  and  doubt- 
less surrounded  him.  As  they  ran  forward, 
Philip  could  hear  their  bayonets  shaking  on  the 
standards  of  their  rifles.  They  were  close  on 
the  other  side  of  the  wall;  and  when  one  of 
their  number  spoke,  his  voice  was  quite  distinct. 
The  following  conversation  ensued,  of  which 
every  word  was  audible  to  Philip  and  Boris : 
"  Who  are  you  ? " 
"  A  friend." 

"  Give  over  the  countersign," 
"  I  don't  know  it." 

.h,  indeed !     Is  that  so  ?    Then,  my  friend, 
V  '  ..111  make  short  work  of  you." 
"  I  wish  to  be  taken  to  an  officer." 
"  That  is  exactly  what  we  propose  to  do." 
"  I  will  be  able  to  explain  matters.     I  come 
on  an   important  mission.     I    have  important 
news  for  the  ears  of  the  governor.     When  I 
have  told  my  story,  I  shall  be  rewarded." 
Several  of  the  soldiers  laughed. 
"You  will  be   rewarded  with  an  ounce  of 
lead,"  they  answered,  as  they  led  their  prisoner 
away. 
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Philip  and  Boris  remained  listening  on  the 
outer  side  of  the  wall.  They  heard  the  footsteps 
of  the  soldiers  die  away;  the  sound  of  their 
voices  became  a  low,  persistent  murmur.  Some- 
where in  the  city,  a  'ock  struck  one.  They 
wondered  what  time  it  t  a;  it  was  certainly 
past  midnight.  It  might  be  half-past  twelve, 
one,  or  half-past  one ;  in  all  probability  the  last. 

Boris  climbed  stealthily  to  the  top  of  the 
buttress,  and  looked  over  the  wall.  He  returned 
to  tell  Philip  that  the  guard-house  was  not  thirty 
paces  distant,  and  that  there  was  a  sentry  near 
at  hand.  He  suggested  that  they  should  move 
farther  away,  in  the  hope  of  finding  another 
buttress  by  means  of  which  they  would  be  able 
to  get  over  the  wall. 

As  silently  as  they  could,  they  moved  away 
from  the  guard-house,  and  after  a  few  minutes, 
came  to  a  place  well  suited  to  their  purpose. 
The  trees  were  here  more  plentiful,  and  closer 
together ;  and  in  one  place  a  branch  actually 
overhung  the  wall.  Boris  climbed  this  tree  to 
reconnoitre,  and  returned  with  the  news  that  the 
wa;,  was  clear.  They  had  nothing  to  do  but 
drop  down  on  the  other  side,  where  they  would 
find  themselves  in  a  spacious  garden,  doubtless 
the  property  of  a  man  of  wealth. 
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A  few  minutes  later,  they  were  actually  within 
the  garden,  though  not  yet  by  any  means  out 
of  danger.  Indeed,  as  they  were  soon  to  dis- 
cover, their  position  was  more  precarious  than 
ever. 

For  more  than  an  hour  they  searched  the 
garden  from  end  to  end.  At  first  they  found 
only  one  gate,  namely  that  by  which  was  the 
guard-house,  whither  they  dared  not  approach 
for  fear  of  the  soldiers.  At  the  other  end  of 
the  garden  was  a  large  house,  in  the  windows 
of  the  ground-floor  of  which  were  several  lights. 
When  they  looked  in  at  these  windows,  they 
saw  to  their  amazement  that  upon  the  floor 
of  every  room  were  numbers  of  soldiers,  all 
sound  asleep.  Whoever  lived  in  the  place  in 
times  of  peace  was  now  absent,  either  by  order 
or  by  choice,  and  at  least  a  battalion  of  infantry 
was  billeted  on  his  estate. 

They  drew  away  from  the  windows,  and  con- 
versed together  in  the  centre  of  the  garden, 
where  there  was  little  danger  of  being  dis- 
covered. 

"  I  cannot  make  it  out,"  said  Boris.     "  That 
fellow    whom   they  captured    evidently   kn«. 
where  he  was  going.     He  would  never  have 
jumped  in  here  if  he  had  not  known  a  way 
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out.     There    is    a  way  out,  and   tnd    it    w 

must. 

For  another  half-hour  they  searched  alon, 
the  wall,  and  at  last  came  to  a  small  doc; 
half  hidden  behind  a  bush,  which  doubtlei 
communicated  with  a  street.  Philip  wj 
barely  able  to  suppress  a  cry  of  exultatior 
but  this  feeling  of  triumph  vanished  on  tl 
instant,  when  Boris  tried  the  door  and  four 
it  locked. 

They  strove  together  to  open  it ;  but  tl 
lock  refused  to  give.  From  the  first,  they  gai 
up  all  idea  of  breaking  it  open ;  it  was  ma( 
of  stout  wood,  barred  with  iron,  and  thick 
studded  with  nails. 

"  That  fellow  had  the  key,"  said  Boris.  ' 
am  sure  of  it.  For  us,  it  is  altogether  hoj 
less." 
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RATS   IN   A   TRAP 

Indeed,  their  situation  could  hardly  have  been 
less  pleasant.     They  were  encompassed,  upon 
three  sides,  by  high  walls,  on  the  inner  side  of 
which    there  were  no  buttresses;    also,  there 
were   no  trees   in    the  garden  growing    close 
enough  to  permit  them  to  ascend  to  the  top 
of  the  wall.     They  knew  of  two  gates:  one 
guarded    by  Turkish  soldiers,  and    the    other 
locked.     On   the  fourth  side  was    the  house, 
filled    with    soldiery;     and    where     there    are 
sleeping  soldiers,  there    are    sentries    close  at 
hand,   and    firearms.     To    endeavour    to    pass 
through  the   house  would   be  utter  madness. 
They  could  never  hope  to  succeed. 

Boris  asked  Philip  if  he  had  anything  to 
suggest.  The  young  Englishman  thought 
the  matter  out,  and  then  answered  in  a 
whisper. 

"I  can  open  that  door,"  said  he,  "but  it 
will  take  me  a  long  time  to  do  so.  If  I  start 
at  once,  I  shall  not  be  finished  by  dawn." 
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"  Which  means,"  Boris  took  him  up,  "  that 
we  shall  both  be  shot  as  spies." 

"  Do  you  think  it  impossible  that  we  could 
find  some  place  where  we  could  hide  ? '  asked 
Philip,  more  confident  than  his  friend.  "  If 
we  could  lie  up  all  day,  I  would  undertake  to 
open  the  door  to-morrow  night,  as  soon  as  the 
soldiers  are  asleep." 

"How  do  you  propose  to  do  it?"  asked 
Boris,  practical  even  at  such  a  time  as  this. 

"  I  have  a  knife  in  my  pocket,"  ani^wered  the 
other,  "  I  would  break  off  the  blade,  and  sharpen 
the  stump  on  a  stone,  so  as  to  make  a  screw- 
driver. The  lock  is  screwed  from  this  side.  I 
felt  the  screws  with  my  fingers." 

"  You  had  best  begin  now,"  said  Boris.  "  If 
we  are  not  out  of  this  place  by  daybreak,  we 
shall  be  discovered,  wherever  we  hide ;  they 
will  find  our  fc  ^raarks  in  the  snow." 

"  I,  too,  have  thought  of  that,"  said  Philip ; 
"  but,  I  do  not  think  the  danger  so  great  as  you 
imagine.  In  the  first  place,  if  you  put  your 
hand  to  the  ground,  you  will  find  that  the  snow 
has  been  trampled  under  foot  by  the  soldiers; 
secondly,  it  is  going  to  snow  again :  it  is  actually 
beginning  already." 

The  next  objection  put  forward  by  the  young 
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Bulgarian  was  wholly  rational,  but  it  cannot  be 
said  that  he  was  in  an  optimistic  frame  oi'  mind. 

"  If  the  soldiers  walk  about  the  garden  in  the 
daytime,"  said  he,  "  where  do  you  imagine  we 
are  going  to  hide  ? " 

"  On  the  roof  of  the  house,"  said  Philip. 

"On  the  roof!"  echoed  the  other,  bringing 
out  the  words  in  jerks.    ^ 

"  Yes,"  said  Philip.  ♦•  You  noticed  a  kind  of 
wing  that  runs  out  into  the  centre  of  the  garden, 
one  story  high.  At  the  end  of  this  is  a  large 
water-tank,  and  above  that  I  noticed  a  pipe 
which  connects  with  the  gutter  under  the  eaves. 
This  pipe  is  not  more  than  ten  feet  long,  and  is 
probably  quite  easy  to  climb.  The  roof  itself 
is  well  suited  to  our  purpose  :  strictly  speaking, 
there  are  two  V-shaped  roofs,  between  which 
we  will  be  able  to  hide.  As  far  as  I  could  see, 
there  is  no  window  in  the  house  immediately 
above  tjjs  wing." 

Boris  laid  a  hand  upon  his  friend's  shoulder. 

"  It  seems  to  me,"  said  he,  "  tliat  if  I  ever  get 
out  of  this  alive,  it  will  be  due  to  you.  You  are 
never  at  a  loss." 

•'  We  may  get  frost-bitten,"  Philip  went  on  ; 
"but  even  that  is  better  than  death.  Come, 
help  me  to  search  for  a  large  stone  with  a  rough 
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surface,  upon  which  I  can  sharpen  my  knife, 
can  set  to  work  at  that  at  once;  it  will  sav 
time  to-morrow  night." 

It  was  not  long  before  they  found  the  ver 

stone  they  wanted.      By  then,  the  snow  wt 

falling  fast.    They  approached  the  house  for  th 

second  time  with  great  caution,  and  found  tl 

water-tank  without  difficulty.     One  after  l\ 

other,  they  mounted  to  the  top  of  this,  an 

thence  climbed  to  the  roof.      It  was  just  i 

Philip  had    described,  and  seemed    admirab 

suited  to  their  purpose.     They  lay  down  side  1 

side  in  the  snow,  in  the  broad  gutter  betwei 

the  roofs,  close  under  cover  of  the  wall  of  tl 

house.     Then  followed  a  more  than  miserab 

hour.    Had  they  not  been  wearing  fur  overcoa 

they  would  have  been  frozen  to  death. 

The  snow  was  still  falling  when  the  d&\ 
arose  in  the  east ;  and  they  were  able  to  see  t 
dark  hills,  across  which  runs  the  Kirk  Kilii 
road,  before  the  steel-blue  of  approaching  ds 
light.  Then  it  was  that  Boris  Petroff  was  ma 
aware  of  the  sagacity  of  his  friend :  there  v 
small  chance  they  would  be  discovered.  Tl 
could  not  be  seen  either  from  the  windows 
the  house  or  from  the  garden.  All  traces 
their  footsteps  had  been  covered  by  the  snow. 
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Th»t  day  was  one  which  Philip  Thornton  is 
never  likely  to  forget.  At  about  midday,  the 
sun  came  out,  and  the  snow  ceased  to  fall.  The 
frost  was  too  great,  however,  to  permit  the  snow 
to  thaw.  During  the  day  they  heard  the  soldiers 
walking  to  and  fro  in  the  garden ;  and  several 
camr  to  the  water-tank,  beneath  the  roof  where 
they  were  hiding,  and  broke  the  ice  in  order  to 
wash  or  procure  water  for  cooking.  Boris  had 
brought  with  him  four  large  ration  biscuits ;  and 
they  were  able  to  satisfy  the  pangs  of  hunger 
with  these.  As  for  drinking,  they  were  at  liberty 
to  quench  their  thirst  with  the  snow  that  was 
several  inches  deep  upon  the  roof. 

As  they  lay  in  hiding,  they  took  a  vital  in- 
terest in  the  tedious  course  of  the  sun.  It  was 
with  feelings  of  intense  relief  that  they  watched 
the  red  glow  of  sunset  fading  gradually  to  leaden 
grey  beyond  the  hills  to  westward.  Owing  to 
their  cramped  position  and  to  the  bitter  cold, 
both  were  so  tired  and  stiff  that  it  seemed  as  if 
their  limbs  were  rigid,  without  joints,  and  they 
would  never  be  able  to  walk  again.  As  night- 
fall approached,  Boris  was  particularly  impatient. 
One  of  h's  disposition  is  naturally  averse  to  in- 
action :  he  desire  i  to  be  up  and  doing. 

During  the  early  hours  of  the  night,  the 
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murmuring  sound  of  distant  conversation  wi 
constant  in  their  ears.  Soldiers  were  talking  i 
the  room  immediately  beneath  them.  It  wi 
nearly  eleven  before  the  last  of  the-  had  gor 
to  sleep;  and  then,  they  deemed  it  advisable  I 
allow  an  hour  to  pass  before  they  ventured  1 
descend  from  the  roof. 

One  after  the  other,  as  silently  as  possibl 
they  dropped  to  the  ground,  and  ran  in  tl 
direction  of  the  gate  they  intended  to  oi)e 
They  were  not  able  to  find  this  at  first,  for  t: 
night  was  again  dark ;  the  moon  had  not  y 
risen.  When  they  succeeded,  they  were  sudden 
obliged  to  secrete  themselves  behind  the  bu 
that  grew  by  the  doorway,  to  allow  the  offi( 
of  the  day  on  visiting  rounds  to  approach  t 
guard-room. 

As  soon  as  all  was  clear,  Thilip  produced 
home-made   screw-driver  from  his  pocket,  a 
immediately  set  to  work.     He  found  the  ti 
fully  as  difficult  as  he  had  thought.    The  broi 
blade  of  the  kmfe  was  slightly  broader  than 
heads  of  most  of  the  screws ;  and  in  consequenc 
was  continually  coming  out  of  the  grooves,  wli 
were  b)  no  means  easy  to  find  in  the  darkii 
Also,  the  gate  had  been  recently  painted, 
the  paint  served  to  hold  the  screws  in  positio 
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Philip  worked  until  the  perspiration  stood  in 
beads  upon  his  forehead,  whilst  Boris  stood  by, 
unable  to  give  any  help  beyond,  now  and  then, 
a  word  of  encouragement.  It  was  an  occasion 
when  perseverance  and  patience  are  of  the 
greatest  value,  and  hot  haste  at  a  discount. 

At  last,  Philip's  efforts  were  crowned  with 
success :  all  the  screws  had  been  extracted,  and 
he  drew  the  lock  away  in  his  hand. 

It  was  now  necessary  to  cover  up  all  traces 
of  their  escape.  Their  footmarks  would  not  be 
distinguishable  in  the  trampled  snow  from  those 
of  the  soldiers  who  had  walked  in  the  garden 
during  the  daytime.  However,  if  they  left  the 
lock  off  the  door,  suspicions  would  be  instantly 
aroused.  Philip  picked  up  a  stone  from  the 
ground,  and  drove  back  the  catch  of  the  lock 
by  force.  Tt  was  far  easier  to  put  back  the 
screws  than  it  had  been  to  take  them  off,  and 
the  matter  was  finished  in  about  a  sixth  of  the 
time.  They  then  closed  the  door.  They  hoped 
that  it  might  be  days  before  it  was  discovered 
that  the  door  was  no  longer  locked. 

Side  by  side  they  hurried  on  their  way.  They 
found  themselves  in  a  narrow,  winding  street, 
utterly  deserted,  silent  as  the  grave.  They  came 
forth  into  the  main  street  in  the  open  place  by 
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the  Cathedral  Here  there  were  several  sentrie 
so  they  turned  into  the  byways,  and  walke 
rapidly  in  the  direction  of  Haji  Bagdadi's  cafd 
When  they  arrived  at  their  destination,  tl 
moon  was  out ;  it  was  about  two  o'clock  in  tl 
morning.  They  approached  the  caf^  stealthil 
by  way  of  the  ruins  at  the  back,  where  th( 
found  to  their  dismay  that  a  troop  of  cavali 
was  bivouacked  around  the  very  place  whe 
the  spy's  dispatches  were  hidden.  There  wj 
indeed,  a  sentry  close  at  hand. 

For  a  few  moments  a  brief  whispered  consult 

tion  took  place  between  the  friends.     It  ^ 

plain  that  Boris  himself  could  not  recover  t 

dispatches,  since  he  did  not  know  where  th 

were.     They  feared  to  question  the  sentry,  sir 

they  would  be  immediately  challenged  and  asli 

for  the  countersign,  which  they  would  not 

able  to  give.     Hence  only  one  course  lay  oi 

to  them:  namely,  for  one  of  them  to  creep  i 

ward    under    cover    of   the   ruined   wall,  * 

endeavour  to  obtain  the  dispatches  unobser^ 

by  the  sentry. 

Asking  his  friend  to  keep  watch  and  give  1 
warning  should  anything  unexpected  hapf 
PhiUp  crawled  forward  on  hands  and  knees, 
succeeded  in  gaining  the  wall-the  centre  > 
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of  the  three,  the  very  one  in  which  he  had 
hidden  the  papers.  He  was  fully  prepared  for 
some  difficulty  in  finding  in  the  darkness  the 
small  cross  he  had  scratched  upon  the  loosened 
brick  with  the  foresight  of  his  revolver,  but  he 
was  not  in  the  least  prepared  for  what  actually 
came  to  pass.  As  we  have  said,  it  is  the  un- 
expected that  invariably  occurs.  The  sentry 
approached  to  within  ten  yards  of  Philip,  and 
calmly  seated  himself  on  the  ruined  wall  some- 
where about  the  very  place  where  the  all- 
important  dispatches  were  hidden. 

Philip  waited  for  some  moments;  but  the 
man  made  no  attempt  to  move.  Then  he 
realised  that,  if  he  stayed  there  longer,  he  would 
most  certainly  be  discovered ;  for,  sooner  or  later, 
the  sentry  would  be  relieved.  Deciding  to  give 
up  the  task  as  hopeless— for  that  night,  at  least 
—he  returned  with  the  utmost  stealth  to  Boris. 

"  It's  no  good,"  he  whispered.  "  We  must 
get  away.  Daylight  will  be  here  in  a  few 
minutes.     I  can  try  again  to-morrow  night." 

Not  until  they  were  once  again  in  the  street, 
were  they  able  to  stand  upright,  and  walk  with 
rapidity.  They  returned  to  the  central  part  of 
the  city,  and  before  they  reached  the  street  in 
which  is  the  Ottoman  Bank,  it  was  quite  light, 
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and  the  temperature  had  risen  so  considerablj 
that  the  snow  was  falling  from  the  roofs  o 
the  houses,  and  the  streets  were  anUe-deep  ii 

slush. 

Many  people  were  now  abroad,  for  the  mos 

part  soldiers  and  zaptiehs.     There  was  little  t 

convey  the  fact  that  the  city  was  beleaguerec 

that  a  great  investing  army  lay  without,  ths 

the  eyes  of  Europe  were  fixed  upon  the  fate  ( 

Adrianople.     It  is  true  that  the  majority  of  th 

shops  in  the  bazaars  were  shut,  and  nowhei 

were  any  food-stuffs  to  ^e  purchased.     Still,  thi 

is  much  the  same  condition  of  affairs  as  may  1 

seen  in  any  English  city  on  a  Sunday.    Tl 

truth  was,  nearly  all  the  grain  and  provisioi 

in  the  place  had  been  commandeered  by  t! 

military  authorities,  and  were  served  out  to  tl 

inhabitants   in    regular,   and  none  too  liber 

quantities  of  weekly  rations. 

They  spent  the  entire  morning  walking  abo 

aimlessly.     It  was  in  the  neighbourhood  of  t 

Utch  Sherifli  Mosque  that  Boris  Petroff  stopf 

dead,  and  laid  hold  of  his  friend  by  the  arm. 

"  Have  you  any  notion  where  we  are  going 

he  asked. 

'« Not  in  the  least,"  said  Philip. 

"  We  must  find  a  lodging,"  answered  the  otl 
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"and  somehow  endeavour  to  get  food.  We 
ought  to  sleep  during  the  day.  We  will  have 
our  work  cut  out  to-night." 

It  was  then  that  a  soldier  approached  the 
steps  of  the  mosque.  In  one  hand  he  carried 
a  bucket  in  which  was  a  brush ;  under  the  other 
arm  was  a  roll  of  papers.  Putting  down  the 
bucket  upon  the  ground,  he  pasted  a  notice 
upon  the  door  of  the  mosque,  and  then  went 
upon  his  way, 

Boris  and  Philip  ascended  the  steps,  and  read 
the  placard,  from  end  to  end.  It  was  written 
in  three  characters :  in  Turkish,  in  Cyrillian,  and 
Greek.  It  was  to  the  effect  that  the  military 
authorities  had  received  information  that  Bul- 
garian spies  were  at  large  in  the  city,  and  that 
a  substantial  reward  would  be  given  to  anyone 
giving  information  that  would  lead  to  their 
arrest. 

Philip  turned  to  his  comrade,  and  whistled 
between  his  teeth. 

"  How  do  you  account  for  this  ? "  he  asked. 

Boris  shrugged  his  shoulders. 

"I  cannot  explain  it,"  said  he;  "wheels 
within  wheels.  There  are  spies,  and  spies  who 
dog  the  footsteps  of  other  spies.  This  country 
is  impossible  to  explain." 
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"  There  is  no  question,  I  suppose,"  said  Philip 
"  that  that  notice  refers  to  us  ? " 

»  Not  the  least,"  said  Boris.     "  We  had  bes 
get  -ut  of  the  way  as  quickly  as  possible." 

They  walked  down  a  side-street,  and  turnec 
into  an  even  narrower  and  meaner  thoroughfar 
to  the  left.  Not  desiring  to  attract  attentior 
they  hastened  on  their  way,  as  if  they  had  s^m 
urgent  business  to  attend  to.  It  was  then,  oi 
looking  back,  that  Boris  noticed  that  they  wei 
being  followed  by  a  very  diminutive  and  ver 
untidy  boy,  of  about  fourteen  years  of  agi 
Boris  had  noticed  this  urchin  seated  on  the  stej 
of  the  mosque. 

They  turned  to  the  right,  and  then  to  the  lef 
and  then  back  again  into  the  street  wheni 
they  had  come.     And  still,  they  were  foUowe 

by  the  boy. 

At  last,  Boris,  seeing  that  there  was  no  oi 
to  observe  him,  turned  sharply  round,  ai 
caught  hold  of  the  youngster  by  the  scrufT 

the  neck. 

"Look  here,"  he  demanded,  "what  do  y< 

want  ? " 

The  boy  grinned  from  ear  to  ear. 

"  The  eflfendi  is  a  stranger  ? "  said  he. 

«  No,"  said  Boris,  "  I  am  no  stranger ;  I  kn( 
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Adrianople  well.  Now,  perhaps,  you  will  tell 
me  what  you  mean  by  following  us." 

The  boy's  answer  seemed  perfectly  natural, 
in  view  of  the  fact  that  the  city  was  besieged. 

"  My  mother,"  said  he,  "  has  a  private  store 
of  provisions.  She  is  an  Armenian.  We  came 
to  Adrianople  from  Gallipoli,  last  year.  My 
father  is  dead ;  he  was  killed  at  the  time  of  the 
Insurrection.  Just  now,  I  heard  the  effendi  say 
to  his  friend  that  he  was  hungry.  Now,  my 
mother  sells  her  bread.  Of  that  the  police 
know  nothing.  She  says  that,  when  the  siege 
is  over,  she  will  be  very  rich.  I  thought  the 
effendi  might  like  to  buy  provisions.  In  these 
days,  there  are  many  people  in  Adrianople  who 
have  not  sufficient  to  eat." 

Boris  turned  to  Philip. 

"  That  seems  quite  a  plausible  story,"  said  he. 

"Quite,"  answered  the  other.  "I  dare  say 
the  boy's  mother  would  accommodate  us  with  a 
lodging  for  to-night,  and  perhaps  for  to-morrow 
night." 

The  urchin  jumped  at  the  suggestion.  Small 
wonder  that  he  did  ! 

"  My  mother  has  a  room,"  said  he,  "  which 
she  will  certainly  let  you  have." 

"  Lead  on,"  said  Boris.     "  We  will  follow." 
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The  boy  conducted  them  through  a  maze 
streets,  and  brought  them,  at  last,  to  tl 
northern  side  of  the  city,  upon  the  left  bar 
of  the  Tunja.  There,  in  a  narrow,  squal 
thoroughfare,  he  knocked  upon  a  door,  whi( 
was  immediately  opened  by  a  thin  -  fac( 
Armenian  woman. 

Thereupon,  her  son  and  heir  introduced  tl 
strangers,  and  explained  his  mission  with  coi 
scious  pride.  The  woman,  with  a  dour  fac 
and  without  speaking  a  word,  led  them  up 
rickety  flight  of  stairs  to  a  large  room  at  tl 
back  of  the  house  in  which  were  two  divai 
which,  to  the  weary  travellers,  looked  partici 
larly  inviting. 

"How  much  do  you  want  for  this  room? 
asked  Boris.  Whereat,  the  woman  mentions 
an  exorbitant  price. 

It  would  have  been  short-sighted  policy  n( 
to  have  haggled,  and  after  some  argument  the 
agreed  to  take  the  room  at  less  than  half  of  tl 
sum  the  woman  had  originally  asked. 

Whilst  Boris  was  clinching  the  bargain,  Phili 
looked  around  him.  The  room  appeared  qui! 
clean.  There  was  but  one  window,  and  this  wj 
protected  by  vertical  bars  of  iron.  Outsid 
beneath  the  window,  was  a  patch  of  waste  lam 
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which  lay  between  the  dwelUng  and  the  river, 
beyond  which  were  visible  the   Hospital  and 
the  ruins  of  the  Old  Palace.     Everywhere,  the 
snow  was  melting,  and  water  lay  in  pools.     It 
was  a  scene  of  desolation,  disorder,  and  want  of 
method  ;  but,  again,  there  was  nothing  to  convey 
the  fact  that,  beyond  the  dark  hills  that  faded 
away  to  the  north,  the  Bulgarian  and  Servian 
batteries  did  but  bide  their  time  to  open  fire 
upon  the  city.     The  morning  was  utterly  silent. 
From  no  quarter  was  the  sound  of  firing  to  be 
heard. 

"  You  are  satisfied  ? "  Boris  asked  the  woman. 
She  sir  ok  her  head,  implying  that  she  was. 
Turkey  is  not  the  land  of  topsy-turvydom  that 
China  is,  but  it  is  strange  that  in  this  matter  of 
expressing  a  negative  or  affirmative,  their  actions 
are  diametrically  opposed  to  ours. 

"Then,"  said  Boris,  "here  is  the  money  for 
one  night,  in  advance.  You  wiU  leave  us.  please. 
My  friend  and  I  desire  to  go  to  sleep.  We 
take  our  siesta  oarly." 

"May  you  sleep  well,"  said  the  woman,  with 
a  smister  look.  At  that,  she  went  from  the 
room,  and  closed  the  door.  And  no  sooner  had 
she  done  so  than  they  heard  it  locked  and  bolted 
from  the  other  side. 
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Philip  rushed  to  the  door,  seized  the  handle, 
and  endeavoured  with  all  his  strength  to  force  it 
open.  A  short  struggle  told  him  that  his  efforts 
were  likely  to  prove  in  vain.  At  that,  he  ran 
to  the  window,  and  tried  to  shake  the  bars. 
Then  he  fell  back,  and  looked  at  his  friend 
with  eyes  strangely  bright  and  opened  wide. 
His  face  was  pale  as  Death.  Boris,  who  had 
drawn  his  revolver,  remained  in  the  centre  of 
the  room. 

«  We  have  been  fooled ! "  cried  Philip.     "  This 

is  a  trap ! " 
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Philip  clenchwf  his  fists  so  tightly  that  the 
skin  showed  white  upon  his  knuckles.  As  for 
Boris,  he  stood  in  the  centre  of  the  room,  with 
folded  arms,  his  teetn  fastei  ed  on  his  lip.  Neither 
thought  just  then  of  the  death  which  was  bound 
to  be  theirs.  Their  feelings  of  pride  had  suffered 
the  severest  of  blows.  It  was  exasperating  to 
thuik  that  they  had  ventured  so  much,  that  they 
had  passed  through  so  many  dangers,  and  out- 
witted their  enemies  so  often — only  tt  be  foiled, 
at  the  eleventh  hour,  by  a  small  buy  and  a 
woman. 

So  overcome  was  Philip  that  he  Hung  fumself 
down  upor  one  of  the  divans,  ana  buncd  his 
face  in  his  hands.  Boris  toj  a  with  his  re- 
volver, and  by  the  expressi<  n  upon  his  face 
it  was  evident  that  he  mea  1 1  die  fighting  with 
his  back  to  a  wall. 

How  long  Philip  1      upon  the  divan  he  was 
afterwards  unable  to  say        it  any  rate,  when  he 
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got  to  his  feet,  he  found  Boris  kneeling  at 
window. 

"What  are  you  doing?"  he  asked,  cross 
to  his  friend's  side. 

It  was  not  a  question  that  required  an  ansy 
Boris  had  taken  from  his  friend's  pocket 
knife  which  had  been  converted  into  a  sere 
driver,  and  was  now  engaged  in  loosening 
screws  that  held  the  bars  across  the  window. 

••  I  had  forgotten  that ! "  cried  Philip,  witl 
note  of  exultation.     "  We  still  have  a  chance, 

There  followed  a  cry  of  impatience  from  Bo 
as  the  screw-driver  slipped  from  the  groove 
one  of  the  screws. 

The  truth  was,  this  fragile  and  very  primiti 
implement  was  already  much  the  worse  for  we 
It  took  them  as  long  as  half  an  hour  to  get  1 
first  screw  out;  and  there  were  six  screws 
each  bar,  three  at  the  bottom  and  three  at  1 
top.  In  consequence,  it  was  already  dusk  by  1 
time  they  had  freed  the  central  bar  at  1 
bottom.  The  screws  at  the  top  proved  m< 
amenable;  but,  when  the  bar  had  been  tak 
down,  it  was  pitch  dark  without. 

They  then  discovered  that,  after  all,  there 
some  practical  value  in  that  strange  and  pecul 
garment — the  modern  frock-coat.    The  distai 


A  RIDE   FOR  LIFE  SOI 

was  too  great  from  the  window-siU  to  the  ground 
to  permit  them  to  jump.  Philip's  coat  was  torn 
to  shreds  along  the  seams,  and  the  several  ends 
made  fast  together  with  reef-knots.  This  im- 
provised rope  was  tied  to  one  of  the  two  remaining 
bars,  and  hand  over  hand  Boris  lowered  himself 
to  the  ground. 

Philip  foUowed,  as  quickly  as  he  could.  At 
the  bottom,  they  found  themselves  immediately 
in  front  of  a  window  in  which  was  a  bright  light. 
Fortunately,  the  blind  was  drawn,  else  they 
must  have  been  observed. 

What  tempted  Philip  to  do  what  he  did 
cannot  be  explained.  At  critical  moments, 
we  do  strange  things;  and  curiosity  is  ver^ 
natural  in  us  aU.  He  noticed  that,  at  the 
right-hand  comer  of  the  window,  the  blind 
had  been  drawn  aside,  just  sufficiently  to  enable 
him  to  look  into  the  room.  One  glance  was 
enough:  he  saw  that  he  was  in  a  fair  way 
to  understand  the  disasters  that  had  befallen 
them  since  their  arrival  in  the  city. 

Immediately  facing  the  window  was  the 
same  man  whom  they  had  foUowed,  and  whom 
the  soldiers  had  captured,  the  night  before. 
There  was  no  mistaking  his  broad,  somewhat 
rounded,  shoulders,  and  muscular  buUd.    He 
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was  still  wearing  his  white  shirt,  open  at  t 
neck,  and  the  white  scarf  around  his  wai 
He  was  standing  opposite  a  table,  at  whi 
was  seated  a  second  man,  whose  back  was 
the  window. 

Philip  drew  away,  and   clutched   Boris 
the  arm. 

"  Look  here ! "  he  cried.  "  The  man  ' 
followed  yesterday  is  Barco  !  " 

Such,  indeed,  was  the  case.  They  could  r 
doubt,  for  a  moment,  that  it  was  Barco  who  h 
betrayed  them,  who  had  caused  the  placai 
to  be  posted  in  the  city,  offering  a  rewa 
to  whoever  should  capture  the  spies.  I: 
motives  were  not  far  to  seek.  He  had  be 
prompted  by  two  incentives  which  seldom  j 
together :  profit  and  revenge. 

They  were  now  in  possession  of  so  many 
the  facts  of  the  case,  that  to  explain  the  whc 
matter  was  easy. 

After  the  gipsies  had  been  surprised  in  t 
house  in  the  cypress  grove  at  Rodosto,  Bar 
had  evidently  remained  within  the  town.  Thei 
he  had  no  doubt  kept  a  watchful  eye  np< 
PhiUp,  whom  he  looked  upon  as  his  natui 
enemy  and  victim.  He  knew  Philip  so  w< 
by  sight  that  he  had  evidently  penetrated  tl 
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young  Englishman's  second  disguise.    Also,  no 
doubt,  he  had    received   intimation    that   the 
two  friends  had  departed  from  Rodosto.     Now, 
it   must  have  been  evident    to    the    meanest 
understanding  that,  since  the   whole  country 
between    Adrianople  and  the    Chatalja  Lines 
was  in  the  hands  of  the  Bulgarians,  there  was 
no  necessity  for  an  Englishman  and  a  Bulgarian 
officer  to  disguise  themselves  as  Turks,  unless 
they  desired  to  enter  Turkish  territory.    The 
only  territory  then  held  by  the  Turks  in  the 
northern  part  of  Thrace  was— as  we  have  said— 
the  area  enclosed  by  the  outpost  line  around 
the  beleaguered   fortress.      It  therefore  must 
have  been  obvious  to  Barco  that  Philip  Thornton 
and  his  friend,  the  Bulgarian  lieutenant,  were 
about  to  endeavour  to  enter  the  city.     And 
here  was  his  chance  of  profit  and  revenge— 
a  chance  which  he  was  not  slow  to  take. 

They  came  to  this  conclusion  by  means  of 
a  simple  process  of  deduction.  Surmise  how- 
ever, is  not  proof;  but  cold  proof  now  came 
to  hand.  Whilst  Philip  waited  at  the  window. 
Barco  spoke  to  the  man  who  was  seated  at 
the  table,  who  wore  a  fez  and  a  long  military 
coat. 

"  Sir,"  he  was  saying,  "  these  spies  are  already 
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within  my  power.     I  have  but  to  hand  th 
over  to  your  Excellency  to  claim  the  reward. 

"  Then,"  said  the  other,  in  a  quieter  vo 
'*you  have  but  to  do  so,  and  the  reward 
yours." 

"If   you  will  pardon  me,  sir,"  said   Bai 
who  remained  standing  in  an  attitude  of  ser 
respect,  "if  you   will   pardon   me   saying 
I  should  advise  you  to  do  nothing  in  hai 
I  can  tell  you  much  that  your  Excellency  d 
pot  know.     In  the  first  place,  one  of  th 
spies  is  an  Englishman — the   nephew  of 
gentleman  who  was  so  foully  murdered  in 
mountains  last  spring." 

The  man  with  the  cloak  was  seen  to  st 
His  voice,  however,  was  completely  calm. 

"WeU?"  he  asked. 

"The  other  spy  is  a  Bulgarian  lieutens 
They  are  great  friends,  these  two,  though  tl 
met  for  the  first  time  only  two  days  bef 
the  Englishman  was  murdered.  I  can 
you  exactly  what  has  happened  since.  1 
young  Englishman  came  into  Adrianople,  ( 
guised  as  a  Kizilbashi,  and  took  service  yi 
a  certain  Haji  Bagdadi,  proprietor  of  the  C 
of  the  Five  Nations.  There  he  was  joined 
his  friend,  also  disguised  as  a  Turk,   and 
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was  instrumental  in  saving  that  friend  from 
the  zaptiehs.  He  escaped  from  the  city  a 
day  or  so  before  the  siege  began.  Where  he 
went  to,  I  do  not  know;  but  he  arrived  in 
Rodosto  just  before  the  armistice  was  declared 
Thence,  he  and  his  friend  came  here,  disguised 
for  the  second  time." 

"There  are  two  questions  I  would  like  to 
ask,"  said  the  man  who  was  seated.  "  In  the 
first  place,  how  do  you  know  all  this  ?" 

"That,  sir,  with  your  permission,  is  my  busi- 
ness. I  desire  to  sell  information;  I  am  not 
bound  to  say  how  I  got  it." 

"  Very  well,  then,"  said  the  other.  «  Secondly 
I  would  like  to  know  why  you  tell  aU  this' 
to  me." 

"Th«t,  sir,  I  am  about  to  explain.     I  asked 
myself  why  these  two  men  returned  to  Adrian- 
ople.    To  gain  information,  doubtless.    But  there 
are  many  in  the   Bulgarian  army  who  could 
disguise    themselves   a.    well,  who   can   speak 
1  urkish  as  well,  and  who  would  be  able  to  find 
their  way  about  the  streets  of  this  city.     This 
spy  was  speciaUy  sent  for.     That  much  I  know. 
He  and  his  friend  traveUed  all  the  way  from 
Kodosto  by  convoy,  through  the  snow.     Hence. 
1  am  inclined  co  beUeve  that  they  have  come 

u 
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for  some  special  purpose.     I  have  an  idea  yi 
that  special  purpose  is." 

"  What  is  it  ? "  asked  the  other. 

"The  spy  escaped  from  the  military  pol 
but  he  fell  into  the  hands  of  gipsies.  I  m^ 
am  a  gipsy;  and  it  was  I  who  searched 
when  we  captured  him  that  night.  We  fo 
upon  his  person  neither  maps  nor  plans 
notebooks.  That  struck  me  as  peculiar  at 
time." 

Barco  paused.  The  man  at  the  table  lay  I 
in  his  chair,  and  folded  his  arms. 

"You're  a  clever  scoundrel,"  said  he,  "i 
more  brains  than  most  of  your  class.  Tell 
what  you  think." 

"  I  thmk,"  said  Barco,  smiling  broadly  at  \ 
he  deemed  a  compliment,  "  I  think  he  has 
turned  in  order  to  endeavour  to  obtain 
dispatches.  I  also  have  an  idea  where  t; 
dispatches  are." 

"  Where  ? "  said  the  other,  now  rising  to 
feet. 

"  In,  or  near,  Haji  Bagdadi's  cafd,"  answ 
Barco. 

"Why  do  you   think   that?"    snapped 
other.     Hitherto  he  had  been  no  more  thi 
casual  listener;  now  he  was  all  animosity 
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^Iptil     HeT  """"."^  *""'"«'■  «^»»-^ 
V  "^P^^ns.     He  was  m  hot  haste  •  h«  k- ^ 

toe  to  stop  .„d  hide  his  pa^^'  He  "^  "° 
•nto  the  oti  breathless;  I  w^  told^h  r^' 
several  people  who  were  thepT  H^  1  ""f^ '''' 
outside  bv  th,  P^-i:  u  *  ^"^  '■*«•> 

weU    „hL  I   *^8'"'''man.  and  hidden  in  the 

^:^/^------:raTs 

So  saying,  the  man  with  the  rl«.t 
"und  upon  his  heel,  and  Phi  Tl^   ,™""« 
eyes  upon  Yildirim  Bey  '^  ^°"'""'  "" 

lifer        '    '""'«'•     "Come  I    Ru„f„,y„„ 

v«t,  sUent  city.     IW "i  ,h*    '^'"  °"'"'* 
»^-wntoe;>ss^„XS-^- 
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Haji  Bagdadi's  caf6.  They  had  got  no  farthei 
than  the  main  bazaar  when  a  gun  was  fired  ir 
the  direction  of  the  Militory  School. 

"  That's  a  signal  I "  cried  Boris.    "  They  hav« 
discovered  our  escape." 

A  Uttie  farther  on,  quite  near  at  hand,  a  bugl 
sounded  the  akrm.  which  was  quickly  taken  u] 
from  post  to  post,  from  guard-room  to  guard 
room.  Their  lives,  indeed,  were  in  the  hand 
of  Providence.  It  seemed  to  them  then  ths 
nothing  short  of  a  miracle  could  bring  thei 
forth  of  this  alive.  Breathless,  and  with  th 
perspiration  streaming  down  their  faces,  the 
arrived  in  the  vicinity  of  the  caf^. 

Here  they  were  obliged  to  go  forward  wil 
greater  caution.  Their  experience  on  the  previoi 
evening  had  warned  them  what  to  expect.  Tl 
moment  was  one  of  supreme  anxiety.  Has 
was  a  matter  of  the  greatest  importance;  the 
was  not  a  moment  ':o  lose.  They  decided 
overcome  the  sentry  by  force,  and  take  the  d 
patches  before  the  guard  could  rush  to  arms. 

It  wa.,  no  doubt,  the  same  sentry  who  h 
been  on  duty  the  previous  night  In  any  ca 
he  was  seated  in  the  attitt  .  in  which  they  h 
left  him,  upon  the  ruined  v.  U,  his  head  noddi 
on  his  chest  as  though  he  were  half  asleep. 
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And  Boris  Pctroflf  took  him  from  behind,  as 
a  cat  springs  upon  a  mouse.     Before  the  man 
had  time  to  struggle,  he  was  down  upon  the 
ground;  before  he  had  time  to  cry  out,  a  coat 
was  wrapped  about  his  head,  so  tightly  that  he 
was  scarcely  able  to  breathe.     He  was  pinned 
to  the  ground  by  the  strong  arms  of  the  young 
Bulgarian,  whilst  Philip  searched  along  the  wall. 
There  was  no  movement  in  the  cafe  where  the 
guard  was  established.    Evidently,  in  this  dis- 
tant part  of  the  town,  they  had  not  heard  the 
alarm  bugles  which  had  sounded  in  the  north. 

PhUip  was  unable  to  find  the  small  cross  he 
had  made  upon  the  brick  without  the  assistance 
of  a  light.  The  time  was  come  when  caution, 
which  speUs  delay,  would  be  fatal.  Taking  a 
match-box  from  his  pocket,  he  struck  a  light. 

Before  the  match  burned  out,  he  discovered 
that  for  which  he  sought.  He  caught  hold  of 
the  loosened  brick,  and  pulled  it  from  the  wall. 
Ihen,  thrusting  in  a  hand,  he  seized  the  spy's 
dispatches.    That  done,  he  returned  to  Boris 

"I've  got  them  I"  he  cried.    "We  must  be 
offl    Every  second  counts." 

Boris,  who  was  kneeUng  on  one  knee,  looked 
up  mto  his  friend's  face. 
"What  am  I  to  do  with  this  feUow?"   he 
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asked.  "The  moment  I  let  him  go,  he  w 
cry  out  and  warn  the  guard.  I  cannot  kill  hi 
in  cold  blood.     Besides,  a  shot  would  be  fatal. 

It  was  a  cruel  thing  to  do,  but  there  w 
no  alternative.  Philip  liked  it  as  little  as  1 
friend;  but  the  deed  had  to  be  done.  I 
picked  up  a  large  piece  of  wood  that  was  lyii 
near  by,  which,  no  doubt,  had  once  been  pi 
of  one  of  the  rafters  of  the  demolished  houi 
With  this  he  dealt  the  unfortunate  sentry 
stunning  blow  on  the  head. 

The  man  lay  senseless  on  the  ground.     Th 
waited  a  moment,  to  see  if  he  moved ;  but  t 
poor  fellow  remained  quite  still.     Philip  b< 
down,  and  felt  his  heart.    He  was  relieved 
find  that  it  still  was  beating. 

"Nowl"  he  cried,  rising  to  his  feet.     "\ 
shall  have  to  run  for  our  lives." 

As  we  know,  they  had  entered  the  city 
the  north-east.  They  were  now  towards  1 
south;  and  even  had  they  desired  to  do  so, 
would  have  been  sheer  folly  to  have  returr 
whence  they  came.  They  decided  to  make  c 
south,  in  the  hope  of  being  able  to  leave  1 
city  somewhere  in  the  neighbourhood  of  i 
Constantinople  road. 

"  Stay  1 "  cried  Boris,  on  a  sudden.    •'  Hors 
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We  should  stand  .  better  chance  if  we  were 
mounted."  ^ 

It  will  be  remembered  that  the  troops  biUeted 
m  Haj,  Bagdadi's  cafd  were  cavalry,  whose  horses 
were  picketed  between  the  ruins  and  the  house. 
The  Englishman  has  the  reputation  of  being  the 
best  horse-master  in  the  world.  It  is  the  custom 
^English  cavalrymen  to  attend  to  their  horses, 
betore  they  attend  to  themselves.  The  Turk  is 
very  different.  The  Ottoman  army  comprises 
several   regiments   of   cavalry;    the    Bulgarian 

cavalry  IS  indifferent,  in  bothqualityandnumbers. 
The  plain  of  Thrace  is  probably  the  finest  cavalry 
counby  in  the  world;  and  yet.  throughout  the 
war.  Sah  Pasha's  Independent  Cavalry  Division 
accomplished  absolutely  nothing.      The   main 
reason  of  this  was  the  want  of  care-_if  we  do 
not  style  it  gross   neglect  and   cruelty-with 
which  the  cavah-y  horses   were  treated.     The 
1  urk  regards  it  as  wholly  unnecessary  to  take 
the  saddle  from  his  horse's   back,  or  the  bit 
from  Its  mouth,  when  his  regiment  bivouacks; 
and  the  inevitable  results  of  that  are  sore  backs 
lleir"^''''  which  render  whole  regiments 

We  are  not  concerned   so  much   with   the 
short-sighted  policy  of  the  Turkish  commanders. 
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u  with  the  fete  of  our  two  adventurers.  Tli 
fact  is  sUted  simply  to  explain  how  it  was  th 
they  found  the  cavalry  horses,  outside  the  Ca 
of  the  Five  Nations,  already  saddled  and  bridle 
To  select  two  of  these  that  seemed  in  better  co 
dition  than  the  others,  and  leap  upon  their  bad 
was  ^e  work  of  an  instant.  A  moment  lat< 
Philip  and  Boris  were  moving  to  the  south. 

They  were  not  fifty  yards  from  the  ruins  Y 
hind  the  caf(#  when,  once  again,  they  heard  t 
alarm  bugles  sounding  from  the  guard-roon 
The  news  of  their  escape  had  no  doubt  be 
telephoned  to  the  forts  and  to  the  ultimate  pai 
of  tbe  city. 

Presently,  they  passed  a  patrol  of  zaptic 
moving  at  the  double,  in  the  direction  of  t 
eity  limits.  They  rode  past  at  a  canter.  F< 
tunately  for  them,  in  their  heavy  fur  ca 
and  fezes  they  resembled  two  Turkish  office 
They  passed  unchallenged,  and  came  in  a  lit 
while  to  Kirish  Hane,  which  lies  between  1 
Maritza,  a  little  below  its  junction  with  1 
Tunja,  and  the  cemeteries  immediately  w 
of  the  Kavkas  Fort. 

Here,  the  houses  are  thinly  scattered,  and  th 
are  several  roads  and  lanes,  running  parallel  to  ( 
another  towards  the  forts.    They  were  not  cl 
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of  the  graveyards,  when  they  became  aware  of  a 
large  party  of  mounted  t  nen,  moving  at  a  gallop 
in  the  same  direction  as  themselves. 

They  set  spurs  to  their  horses,  and  went  like 
the  wind  to  the  south.     A   strong  voice  was 
lifted  in  the  night,  calling  upon  them  to  halt; 
but  their  only  ansv  er  was  a   more  vigorous  ums 
of  the  spur.    Then  they  shw  the  cavalry  open  out 
upon  the  plain     Several  shots  were  fired,  but  the 
buUets  went  wide  in  the  iiighi.     This  had  the 
effect,  however,  of -Irawin?    i„ut!ier  search-party 
in  their  direction  fu-'n  the  Kirk  Kilisse  road;  so 
that  they  were  herunu-a  in  upon  three  sides,  and 
their  ultimate  escape  seemed  doubtful. 

They  knew  that,  in  a  moment,  they  must 
encounter  an  examining  post,  where  the  guard 
would  doubtless  be  under  arms,  and  ready  for 
their  approach.  They  came  upon  one  of  these 
unexpectedly  at  a  sudden  bend  in  the  road. 

"Dtirf"  rang  out  the  voice  of  the  officer  in 
command. 

They  wheeled  from  the  road,  and  went  at 
a  gaUop  across  the  plain.  The  examining  post 
opened  fire,  and  five  voUeys,  in  quick  succession, 
buwt  upon  the  night.  The  bullets  sang  past 
their  ears,  like  a  swarm  of  bees. 

Crouching    forward    in    their    saddles,    they 
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galloped  onward,  across  country  so  rough  and 
uneven  that,  at  any  moment,  one  or  other  might 
experience  a  fall,  which  would  be  fatal,  for  the 
pursuing  cavalry  were  all  around  them,  in  the 
fonn  of  a  crescent,  and  the  night  was  filled  with 
their  shouts. 

Suddenly,  from  the  hilltop  on  which  is  situated 
the  Kavkas  Fort,  the  long  divergent  arm  of  a 
searchlight  flashed  into  the  valley;  and  they 
stood  revealed  both  to  their  pursuers  and  to 
those  within  the  fort. 

Boris  knew  that  farther  down  the  valley  they 
would  be  able  to  ascend  the  hills,  but  that  in  the 
immediate  vicinity  of  the  fort  the  slopes  were  too 
steep  for  horses.  It  was  a  question  of  a  race  at 
headlong  speed,  across  two  miles  of  country; 
and  had  it  not  been  for  the  searchlight,  they 
had  had  a  good  chance  of  reaching  safety,  since 
they  were  already  quit  of  the  town. 

The  searchlight  found  them  in  the  shadowy 
recesses  of  the  valley,  as  the  sharp  eyes  of  a  bird 
of  prey  alight  upon  its  victim ;  and  that  blinding 
light  followed  them,  like  a  moving  finger,  as  they 
galloped  for  their  lives.  And  presently,  the 
fort  opened  fire,  and  white  shells  burst  around 
them,  to  make  the  night  a  pandemonium,  and 
the  valley  alive  with  sudden  flashes  of  fire. 
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Turning  in  his  saddle,  Philip  saw  that  several 
of  their  pursuers  were  gaining  ground  apace, 
whUe  many  had  dropped  out  of  the  pursuit 
altogether.  One  man  in  particular  was  well- 
mounted  and  a  bold  rider.  He  had  out-dis- 
tanced his  companions  by  two  or  three  hundred 
yards. 

As  Philip  looked,  this  man  drew  a  revolver, 
and  fired  a  single  shot.  No  doubt  he  realised 
at  once  the  folly  of  wasting  ammunition.  The 
man  who  can  shoot  straight  with  a  revolver 
from  the  back  of  a  galloping  horse  is  never 
likely  to  be  bom. 

At  last,  the  dark  shadows  of  the  hills  appeared 
before  them.  They  were  within  sight  of  refuge. 
The  guns  from  the  fort  had  ceased  to  fire,  though 
the  searchlight  still  clung  to  their  track.  They 
had  only  the  one  man  to  fear,  who  was  now  so 
close  to  them  that  they  could  hear  the  breathing 
of  his  horse  as  it  struggled  forward  upon  the 
sodden  ground,  where  its  hoofs,  sank  deep  in  the 
soft  clay  beneath  the  melted  snow. 

Boris  drew  nearer  to  his  comrade,  and  spoke 
in  a  quick,  breathless  voice 

"  This  man  must  be  stopped,"  said  he.  "  He 
has  become  a  nuisance.  Ride  away  from  me— 
about    thirty  yards.     Then,   rein  in  suddenly. 
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when  I  give  the  word.  Let  him  pass  in  betwee 
us.     We  will  come  upon  him  from  behind." 

This  ruse  was  fully  as  successful  as  it  deserve 
to  be.  Their  gallant  pursuer  saw  them  ope 
out ;  but,  before  he  had  time  to  turn  his  horse' 
head  in  one  direction  or  the  other,  the  fugitive 
had  both  reined  in,  and  he  was  past  them,  having 
overshot  the  mark.  Two  out  of  five  shots  fror 
Boris's  revolver  went  home,  and  the  Turk' 
horse  plunged  forward  on  its  knees,  and  thei 
rolled  over  on  its  side. 

They  waited  but  for  an  instant,  and  saw  th 
man  rush  to  his  horse's  head,  and  endeavou 
to  force  the  animal  to  rise.  It  was  then  that  h 
faced  the  searchlight,  and  Philip  recognised 
once  again,  the  features  of  Yildirim  Bey. 

A  moment  kLer,  they  were  galloping  over  thi 
open,  rolling  downs.  Valley  after  valley  openec 
before  tnem,  and  at  last  they  drew  rein  upon  i 
hUltop,  and  looked  down  upon  the  bivouac  fire 
of  the  great  Bulgarian  army.  Their  journej 
was  at  an  end. 
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CHAPTER  XXI 

THE  ASSAULT 

By  the  receipt  of  Boris's  dispatches,  General 
Ivanoff  was  placed  in  possession  of  valuable  in- 
formation concerning  Top  Yolu,  Kavkas  and 
Yildiz,  and,  indeed,  the  whole  line  of  forts  ex- 
tending from  the  north  to  the  Baba  Eski  road. 
For  all  that,  an  organised  assault  cannot  be 
directed  upon  a  modern  fortress  without  con- 
siderable preparations.     Moreover,  delay  was  to 
the  advantage  of  the  Allies.    The  Bulgarian 
and  Servian  commanders  had  calculated  that  it 
would  cost  30,000  men  to  take  the  city  by  storm, 
and  they  did  not  desire  to  attempt  this  extremely 
hazardous  enterprise  until  the  soldiers  of  the 
garrison  were  discouraged,  and  their  numbers 
diminished,  by  disease,  famine  and  the  hopeless- 
ness of  their  cause. 

In  order  to  improve  their  chances  of  success, 
the  General  Staff  drew  up  a  plan  of  attack  by 
which  the  full  weight  of  the  Bulgarian  onslaught 
was  to  fall  upon  the  town  from  the  south-west, 
on  the  rigiit  bank  of  the  Maritza.     This  plan 
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was  purposely  conveyed  by  false  spies  to  thi 
Turkish  authorities  at  Constantinople,  who  im 
mediately  transmitted  the  news  by  means  o 
wireless  telegraphy  to  the  Governor  of  the  citj 
Shukri  Pasha,  now  promoted  to  the  rank  c 
Ghazi,  or  Conqueror  of  the  Infidel,  certain! 
expected  the  assault  in  the  direction  of  Merkc 
Fort,  the  railway  station,  and  the  Frankish  setth 
ment.  Consequently,  it  was  in  this  quarter  the 
the  Turkish  outposts  were  especially  vigilant. 

Meanwhile,  the  Bulgarian  general  was  recei^ 
ing  reinforcements,  both  from  the  Servia 
Government  and  the  Bulgarian  divisions  i 
Macedonia.  During  the  first  weeks  in  Marc 
the  numbers  of  the  investing  army  increased  t 
150,000.  Within  the  garrison  there  were  « 
ported  to  be  60,000  men,  though  the  truth  < 
this  will  probably  never  be  known. 

Divisions  and  brigades  of  troops  cannot  I 
moved  like  chessmen  on  a  board.  It  took  tin 
to  mass  the  aUied  troops  between  the  Kii 
Kilisse  and  the  Baba  Eski  roads.  Siege  gui 
had  to  be  brought  round  from  the  north,  ar 
temporary  bridges  built  across  the  Tunja.  Th 
work  was  carried  on,  for  the  most  part,  by  nigh 
Above  all  things,  it  was  necessary  to  maintai 
the  utmost  secrecy. 


*! 


THE  ASSAULT 


819 


Without  warning,  on  the  evening  of  Sunday, 
the  twenty-third  of  March,  a  terrific  bombard- 
ment was  opened  from  all  sides  upon  the  city. 
The  firing  was  continued  at  daybreak,  and  it 
was  during  that  morning  that  the  infantry  began 
to  move  forward  upon  the  whole  line  of  forts  on 
the  left  bank  of  the  Tunja  and  Maritza.  Toward 
evening  the  Allies  had  made  considerable  pro- 
gress ;  the  Turks  had  been  driven  from  many  of 
their  advanced  posts. 

The  fight  continued  throughout  the  whole  of 
the  next  day ;  and  that  night,  several  battalions 
of  infantry  were  pushed  forward  under  cover  of 
darkness  and  ordered  to  entrench  themselves 
within  decisive  range  of  the  forts. 

Dawn,  on  the  twenty-fifth,  beheld  one  of  the 
fiercest  and  most  sanguinary  struggles  in  the 
annals  of  modem  war.  The  Bulgarian  and 
Servian  soldiers  clung  with  tenacity  to  their 
positions.  In  other  parts  of  the  field  Turkish 
advanced  posts  were  rushed  at  the  point  of  the 
bayonet,  and  several  prisoners  were  taken.  The 
close  of  that  day's  fighting  found  the  Turkish 
troops  holding  manfully  to  their  position.  It 
seemed  possible  that  the  fortress,  even  yet, 
would  succeed  in  repulsing  the  attack. 

That    night,  the    Bulgarians    repeated  their 
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tactics ;  more  troops  were  pushed  forward  into 
the  firing-line,  and  ordered  to  entrench.  Day- 
break  discovered  a  great  force  of  allied  troops 
within  two  hundred  yards  of  the  line  of  forts. 

Had  the  Bulgarian  and  Servian  battalions  lain 

in  that  position  for  many  hours,  they  must  have 

been  swept  away,  almost  to  a  man,  by  the 

severity  of  the  Ottoman  fire.     A  shallow  shelter 

trench,  scraped  in  haste  in  the  darkness,  is  nc 

fit  rival  for  a  modern  fort,  whose  smooth  glacis 

offers  a  perfect  field  of  fire  to  magazine  riflei 

and  quick-firing  guns.    The  Bulgarian  general 

waited  till  the  dawn  was  sufficiently  advanced 

to  enable  his  men  to  see  their  enemy,  and  t( 

elude  the  obstacles  strewn  in  their  path.    Also 

it  is  seldom  possible  in  pitch  darkness  for  officer: 

to  exercise  that  control  over  their  men  which  is 

indeed,  necessary  if  the  day  is  to  be  won.     Ii 

the  half-light  of  morning,  in  those  grey  moment: 

before  the  sun  was  risen  and  after  the  nigh 

had  gone,  the  assault  fell  like  a  thunderbol 

upon  the  forts  of  Adrianople.     From  north  t( 

south,  along  the  whole  front  of  the  eastern  face 

the  Turkish  guns  strove  to  maintain  the  Crescen 

on  the  great  dome  of  the  Sultan  Selim  Mosque, 

A  combat  such  as  this  can  never  last  for  lonj; 

Fighting  at  point-blank  range,  armed  with  th 
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latest  triumphs  of  the  eternal  science  of  war 
men  must  fall  like  flies.  Ky  nine  o'clock  the 
slaughter  had  been  terrible ;  and  the  first  forts 
had  fallen. 

These  were  the  forts  towards  the  north.    Here 
the  barbed  wire  entanglement  had  been  uprooted 
during  the  night,  and  the  Bulgarians,  with  their 
Servian  allies,  rushed  the  guns  at  the  bayonet 
point.    The  fall  of  Aivas  Baba  and  Kura  Chesme 
was  quickly  followed  by  the  evacuation  of  the 
intervening  positions.      By  half-past  nine,  the 
Ottoman  troops  had  been  driven  from  the  whole 
of  the  eastern  sector,  and  the  iron  gates  of 
Adrianople,  the  strongest  and  most  important 
fortress  in  the  Turkish  Empire,  had  been  thrown 
open,  after  five  long  months  of  siege. 

Almost  immediately,  the  town  was  seen  to 
be  in  flames.     In  several  places  the  Turks  set 
fire  to  their  own  city,  in  order  to  destroy  their 
ammunition  and  supplies.     By  ten  o'clock,  the 
scene  stood  for  all  that  is  terrible  and  unholy  in 
modern  war.     In  many  parts  of  the  field,  the 
finng  stiU  continued.     Several  of  the  forts  held 
on,   refusing   to    surrender.     To   the   last    the 
mdomitable  Turk  proved  that  he  had  lost  no- 
thmg  of  the  stubborn  gallantry  his  fathers  had 
displayed,  thirty-live  years  since,  upon  the  field 
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of  Fievna.  The  carnapf"  had  been  terrible ;  to 
the  very  ditches  of  the  forts  the  dead  lay  in 
heaps.  And  as  for  the  city  itself,  the  roofs  ol 
the  houses  and  the  tall  stately  minarets  ol 
the  mosques  were  wreathed  in  clouds  oi  black, 
rolling  snnoke. 

Philip  Thornton  had  been  allowed  to  attach 
himself  to  the  staff  of  one  of  the  generals  ol 
division.  From  the  summit  of  a  hilltop,  wit! 
Boris  at  his  side,  he  watched  the  progress  oi 
the  attack.  He  was  probably  the  only  Europear 
eye-witness  of  a  spectacle  that  can  only  be  com 
pared  to  the  storming  of  Port  Arthur. 

The  two  friends  having  obtained  permissior 
from  the  general,  rode  forward  to  one  of  th( 
positions  evacuated  by  the  enemy.  There  the] 
found  a  regiment  of  Bulgarian  infantrj',  entrench 
ing  themselves  on  the  hill  they  had  captured 
in  order  to  be  prepared  for  a  counter-attack 
There  was  sDiall  chance,  however,  of  any  attemp 
being  made  to  recapture  the  position ;  for,  no 
only  was  the  tOM'n  on  fire  and  the  inhabitant 
panic-stricken,  but  the  Twentieth  Servian  Regi 
ment  was  actually  advancing  upon  the  city  fror 
the  south. 

Almost  immediately,  the  order  was  given  fc 
the   Bulgarian   cavalry  to  move   forward   an 
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Philip  had  noticed  that  the  northern  side 
the  city  was  as  yet  untouched  by  the  fire,  thouj 
the  Military  Barracks,  a  little  to  the  east,  we 
ablaze.  He  told  Boris  of  his  intention,  ai 
turning  their  horses'  heads,  they  forced  their  wj 
along  the  main  street,  in  which  lies  the  Konak. 

It  was  not  long  before  they  came  out  up< 
the  left  bank  of  the  Tunja.  Thence  they  we 
able  to  find  their  way  to  the  house  where  th( 
had  been  taken  by  the  small  boy  who  hi 
followed  them  from  the  steps  of  the  Mosque. 

They  found  the  door  locked,  and  no  one  car 
to  their  summons.  They  had  thoughts  of  brea 
ing  the  window,  in  order  to  force  an  entranc 
when  they  heard  a  door  slammed  violently  ( 
the  other  side  of  the  house. 

It  was  Philip  who  was  the  first  to  cat 
sight  of  a  man,  running,  as  if  for  life,  acre 
an  open  stretch  of  wasteland  in  the  west.  O 
look  was  enough  to  tell  him  that  this  w 
Barco — the  very  man  he  wanted.  Quick 
lightning,  he  leapt  back  into  the  saddle,  ai 
followed  by  Boris,  set  forward  in  pursuit. 

Barco  was  a  swift  runner;  moreover,  fe 
had  now  laid  so  strong  a  hold  upon  him  th 
he  was  possessed  of  more  than  ordinary  agilH 
He  fled,  like  a  madman,   running  with  gn 
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jumps,  and  turning  at  ail  angles,  lest  either 
of  his  pursuers  should  fire. 

For  all  that,  he  never  lost  his  head :  he  kept 
to  the  wasteland,  where  the  ground  was  rough 
and  much  strewn  with  refuse,  and  where  it 
was  impossible  for  the  horses  to  break  into 
a  gallop.  He  reached  the  bridge  across  the 
Tunja  in  safety,  and  it  seemed  probable  that 
he  would  gain  the  opposite  bank,  where  he 
would  be  able  to  hide  among  the  hovels  that 
surround  the  ruins  of  the  ancient  Palace. 

This,  no  doubt,  was  his  aim,  but  his  hopes 
were  destined  to  be  thwarted.  That  bridge, 
which  is  caUed  Shalnesguez  Bridge,  is  exceed- 
ingly long,  by  reason  of  the  fact  that  its  centre 
rests  upon  an  island.  Before  Barco  had  reached 
the  opposite  side,  a  party  of  Bulgarian  soldiers 
had  come  forth  from  the  suburb  to  the  north 
and  set  foot  upon  the  bridge. 

These  soldiers  took  in  the  situation  at  a 
glance.  Philip  and  Boris  had  naturally  cast 
aside  their  Turkish  disguises,  and  were  now 
dressed  in  the  uniform  of  Bulgarian  officers 
of  the  line.  The  soldiers  beheld  a  man,  who 
was  m  all  probability  a  Turk,  fleeing  from  two  of 
their  comrades.  Several  of  their  number  raised 
their  rifles  to  the  present  and  opened  fire. 
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Barco  was  between  the  hammer  and  ttie 
anvil,  as  the  saying  goes.  He  looked  first  one 
way,  and  then  the  other ;  and  then,  in  despera- 
tion, climbed  over  the  parapet  of  the  bridge. 

He  was  like  an  animal  that  is  hunted  to 
the  death.  He  seemed  to  have  altogether  lost 
his  faculty  for  reason,  which  Yildirim  Bey 
had  commended.  He  could  hope  for  nothing, 
but  to  put  off  the  inevitable  moment  when 
he  must  face  his  death.  His  object— blind  and 
futile  as  it  was — was  evidently  to  reach  the 
island,  though  thence  he  could  have  no  chance 
of  ultimate  escape. 

When  Philip  and  his  comrade  liud  the 
Bulgarian  soldiers  looked  over  the  parapet>  they 
beheld  their  victim  not  six  feet  below  them, 
with  upturned  face,  his  heels  dangling  in  the 
air.  He  was  holding  to  one  of  the  iron  stanchions 
that  supported  the  bridge,  and  was  making 
every  effort  to  work  himself  along  towards  the 
island.  Below  him,  the  deep  water  of  the 
Tunja  flowed  upon  its  course,  swollen  to  a  great 
volume  by  the  melted  snow  from  the  hills. 

Upon  Barco's  face,  terror,  hopelessness,  and 
great  physical  exertion  had  stamped  their  certain 
marks.  The  veins  v  -e  swollen  upon  his  fore- 
head; his  lips  were  ^.arted,  and  his  teeth  were 
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clenched ;  the  thin  bones  showed  upon  the 
backs  of  his  hands,  as  he  gripped  the  iron  that 
held  him  from  his  death;  his  eyes  were  fixed 
upon  the  faces  that  looked  down  upon  him 
from  above.  Though  Philip  remembered  that 
the  man  was  the  murderer  of  his  uncle,  he 
had  not  the  heart  to  shoot. 

None  the  less,  it  would,  perhaps,  have  been 
kinder  to  have  done  so.  The  iron  stanchions 
ended  abruptly  in  a  stout  post  that  descended 
sheer  into  the  water.  It  was  not  possible  for 
the  fugitive  to  reach  the  island  by  the  way 
that  he  had  chosen.  The  poor  wretch  hung 
there  for  several  minutes,  during  which  the 
agony  upon  his  face  was.  indeed,  horrid  to  see. 

At  last,  one  hand  lost  its  hold.  For  a  few 
seconds  he  was  kicking  in  mid-air.  Then  he 
lifted  his  voice  in  a  long  howl  of  terror.  And 
then  he  dropped  like  a  stone,  and  disap- 
peared beneath  the  turbid,  swirling  water  which 
formed  little  waves  and  shifting  eddies  around 
the  pillars  of  the  bridge.  Barco  had  found  his 
"  dark,  moving  grave."  The  prophecy  of  the 
old  gipsy  fortune-teUer  had  been  revealed. 

Boris  and  Philip,  leading  their  horses,  returned 
to  the  streets  of  the  city,  to  find  that  the  turmoil 
had  considerably  abated.     In  several  places  the 
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fires  had  been  quenched  or  had  burned  them- 
selves out.  The  people  had  discovered  that 
they  were  not  to  be  massacred  by  the  Bulgarians ; 
ind  many  had  returned  to  their  homes.  It 
was  already  dusk. 

It  was  no  easy  matter  to  find  their  way  to 
the  head-quarters  of  the  Bulgarian  general  to 
whose  staff  they  were  attached.  They  asked 
several  officers  they  encountered,  but  no  one 
seemed  to  know,  until  a  certain  colonel 
directed  them  to  proceed  to  the  south-western 
part  of  the  city,  whence  they  had  come. 

It  was  long  after  nightfall,  and  they  were 

leading  their  horses  along  a  narrow  by-street, 

when  they  came  face  to  face  with  a  Turkish 

officer  of  high  rank  who  was  walking  with  slov 

steps  and  with  head  bent  low.    It  was  Philij 

who  recognised  Yildirim.     Without  delay,  h< 

made  known  his  identity,  and  mentioned  bj 

name  the  general  for  whom  they  were  looking. 

The  Bey  told  them  in  which  direction  the] 

should  go.     "  I  have  just  come  from  there,"  sai( 

he.     "  It  was  into  his  hand  that  1  delivered  u] 

my  sword.     He  was  kind  enough  to  give  it  bad 

to  me,  and  say  that  he  wished  to  inflict  n( 

personal  indignity  upon  those  who  had  takei 

part  in  the  defence.'' 
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He  was  silent  for  some  moments.  Philip  found 
it  difficult  to  speak ;  in  the  very  tones  of  the 
voice  of  this  brave  soldier  there  was  the  gist  of 
the  whole  tragedy  that  had  befallen  the  Turkish 
Empire. 

« It  is  Fate."  said  Yildirim.  ••  The  will  of 
God  be  done." 

"  But  you  foresaw  all  this,"  said  Philip. 

"I  feared  it,"  answered  the  other;  "but  I 
hoped  and  prayed  that  my  fears  might  not 
come  true." 

"At  least,"  said  Phihp,  "the  honour  of 
Turkey  is  saved.  I  was  at  Lule  Burgas,  and 
I  watched  the  assault  this  morning.  I  am  able 
to  testify  that  the  Ottoman  soldier  is  as  great 
as  he  ever  was." 

"  You  were  at  Lule  Burgas  ? "  said  Yildirim, 
looking  up.    "  How  was  it  you  were  there  ? " 

"  My  story  is  a  long  one,"  answered  Philip. 
"  I  would  like  to  tell  .c  you ;  but,  as  it  is,  I  am 
afraid  I  cannot  look  you  in  the  face.  I  thought 
myself  the  friend  of  Turkey ;  but  I  have  every 
right  to  be  numbered  among  her  foes.  To  some 
extent,  I  was  the  slave  of  chance." 

"That  are  we  all,"  said  Yildirim.  "Our 
lives  are  governed  by  Fate,  inexorable,  un- 
changeable.    Perhaps,  some  day,  you  will  tell 
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me  your  story,  and  I  will  listen  with  ears  not 
so  deaf  as  you  may  think.  For  the  present, 
au  revoir." 

So  saying,  he  continued  on  his  way — to  all 
appearances  a  downfallen,  broken  man;  in 
reality,  a  symbol  for  all  that  is  proud  and  great 
and  gallant  in  his  nation. 


CHAPTER  XXII 


CONCLUSION 

And  now  the  story  of  the  adventures  of  Philip 
Thornton  is  come  to  an  end.  It  is  admitted,  by 
all  who  know  the  full  facts  of  the  case,  that  his 
experiences.and  the  part  he  took  inthe  stupendous 
events  of  which  we  have  told,  were  unique.  He 
witnessed  not  only  the  capture  of  Adrianople, 
but  that  colossal  event  which  was  the  decisive 
moment  of  the  war— the  Battle  of  Lule  Burgas. 
In  a  large  measure  his  adventures  were  due  to 
chiince.  As  we  have  said,  h"  --^as  borne  forward 
upon  the  current  of  the  war,  v  tally  ignorant  of 
where  he  was  going,  as  a  straw  drifts  upon  the 
tide.  When  he  entered  Adrianople  disguised, 
in  order  to  avenge  his  uncle's  death,  he  could 
not  have  foreseen  the  strange  sequence  of  events 
that  was  destined  to  befall  him.  The  whole 
thmg  is  still  so  fresh  in  his  memory  that,  even 
yet,  he  sometimes  believes  that  the  history  of 
those  weeks  is  nothing  more  than  a  dream. 

Yet  the  results  of  the  Battle  of  Lule  Burgas 
are  evident  on  every  hand.    Upon  that  wide 
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field,  stronger  even  than  the  thunder  of  the 
Bulgar  guns,  sounded    the  death-knell  of  the 
Turkish  Empire  in  Europe.    Far   back  in  the 
centuries,  the  Seljuk  Turks  swept  forward  across 
the  peninsula  of  Asia  Minor,  and  crossed  the 
Bosphorus.    Their  advance  was  but  an  offshoot 
of  a  great  western  movement  on  the  part  of  the 
Turanian  races :  for — as  we  have  pointed  out— 
the  Turks,  and  the  Bulgars  themselves,  are  of 
Tartar  descent.    During  their  migration  through 
Asia  Minor,  to  some  degree,  the  Turks  fused 
with  the  Arabs,  and  the  Bulgars  have  fused  with 
the  SUvs ;  but  the  fighting  spirit  that  inspires 
them  both  is  the  same  which  carried  the  arms  of 
Jenghiz  Khan  to  exact  tribute  from  the  Czar. 

Six  centuries  of  conquest  closed  upon  the 
field  of  Lule  Burgas,  which,  on  that  account 
alone,  deserves  to  rank  with  Marathon  a"H  the 
Nile,  as  one  of  the  .nost  decisive  battlef       the 

world. 

Philip  was  fortunate  in  being  able  to  witnesi 
this  colossal  conflict  in  the  company  of  one  wh( 
was  an  acknowledged  expert  in  the  art  an( 
technicalities  of  war.  Without  Steed  Bayly; 
comments,  the  whole  thing  had  been  inexplic 
able  to  the  inexperienced  eye— a  mere  jumbl 
of  sounds,  with  glimpses  of  small,  running  men 
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like  •  infuriated  mice,'  and  white  puffs  of  smoke. 
The  times  are  past  when  the  untrained  spectator 
could  look  down  upon  a  battle,  such  as  Canute, 
Crecy,  or  even  Talavera,  as  one  might  nowadays 
regard  a  boxing  contest  or  a  football  match. 
Modern  battlefields  extend  for  miles. 

There  are  two  sides  to  war  from  the  stand- 
point of  the  reader ;  the  emotional  side,  which 
is  expressed  in  descriptive  writing,  and  to  which 
no  pen  is  ever  likely  to  do  justice;  and  the 
technical  side,  less  stirring,  perhaps,  but  as  ab- 
sorbing as  a  game  of  chess.  And  it  was  upon 
this  latter  that  Steed  Bayly  was  able  to  expound. 
By  reason  of  much  study,  and  vast  experience 
in  the  field,  he  knew  more  of  the  art  of  war 
than  many  a  soldier  of  repute. 

For  all  this,  we  must  remember  that  the 
Thracian  campaign  was  but  one  scene  in  the 
great  Balkan  drama.  It  was  the  most  import- 
ant scene,  no  doubt,  but  the  movements  of  the 
main  Bulgarian  columns  were  by  no  means  in- 
dependent. The  advance  by  way  of  Mustafa 
Pasha  and  Kirk  KUisse  was  in  co-operation  with 
other  movements  to  the  west  and  to  the  south. 

W  hilst  the  battle  of  Lule  Burgas  was  being 
fought,  a  Bulgarian  army  was  operating  in  the 
east  of  Macedonia.    The  Servian  army  descended 
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upon  Uskub,  the  ancipnt  Servian  capital,  b 
way  of  Kumanovo.  From  the  south,  the  Greek 
advanced  upon  Salonica  and  Yanina,  wherea 
the  Montenegrins  completed  the  investment  c 
Scutari. 

It  would  be  folly  to  suppose  that  the  tn 
mendous  successes  that  attended  the  arms  c 
the  main  Bulgarian  army  in  Thrace  could  ev< 
have  been  achieved,  had  not  several  of  th 
Turkish  Army  Corps  been  fully  occupied  tc 
wards  the  southern  and  western  frontiers  of  th 
empire.  This  does  not  by  any  means  dsflet 
from  the  credit  that  is  due  to  the  Bulgarian 
In  spite  of  the  want  of  organisation  and  unpn 
paredness  for  war  of  the  Turkish  army,  Bulgarii 
single-handed,  was  no  more  capable  of  defyin 
Turkey  than  Holland  of  declaring  war  again: 
the  German  Empire.  This  fact  had  long  sine 
been  recognised  by  King  Ferdinand;  and  thi 
it  was  that  "the  Balkan  League"  had  coir 
into  existence,  which  has  brought  about  th 
downfall  of  the  Crescent,  and  put  an  end,  one 
and  for  all,  to  the  interference  in  the  affairs  ( 
Europe  of  the  Sublime,  but  wholly  incompeten 
Porte. 

Our  narrative  having  been  concerned  with  t\ 
adventures  of  Philip  Thornton,  has  carried  \ 
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into  .he  midst  of  the  turmoil  -Of  the  amtt  and 
brilliant  campaign  in  Thrace.  Those  who  wit 
to  read  of  events  in  Macedonia,  in  the  west  and 
in  the  south,  are  referred  to  the  pages  of  authentic 
history  whi  h,  in  course  of  time,  will  doubtless 
appear.  ':  lerein  they  will  be  able  to  read  the 
whole  stc  /  from  start  to  end  ,f  the  fall  of 
Salonica  and  the  capture  of  j  >  lina,  of  the 
surrender  of  Djavid  Pasha  and  the  capitulation 
of  Scutari. 

Wars  are  either  futile,  or  their  results  are 
likely  to  be  permanent.     The  reasons  for  the 
Crimean   War  do  not  apply  to-day.      To  all 
intents  and  purposes.  Balaclava,  Inkermann,  and 
Sebastopol  might  never  have  taken  place;  so 
many    human  lives  and  so  many  millions  of 
money  might  have  been  thrown  in  the  dust. 
Oth».      campaig       und  victories  are    of  great 
historical  impor       they   have   served   to  mark 
the  bojjidary  lines  of  an  empire  whose  star  is 
in  the  asc  .dant,  and  to  seal  the  fate  of  another, 
i'^'-  days  of  whose  greatness  are  passed.     Such 
was  the   Balkan    V\^ar,  that  raised  the  Balkan 
peoples  to  the  dignity  of  a  Power,  and  hurled 
Turkey  to  the  shades. 

After  tne  taking  of  Adrianople,  there  was  a 
luU  in  the  hostilities  in  Thrace.     For  the  time 
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being,  the  Bulgarians  had  spent  their  force.  1 
was  then  that  certain  officers  were  given  leav 
to  return  to  Sofia,  and  among  these  was  Bori 
Petroff,  who  was  accompanied  by  his  Englis 
friend  who  had  stood  so  loyally  at  his  sid 
throughout. 

It  was  a  long  journey  in  a  slow  train,  upon 
railroad  much  blocked  by  supply  and  hospiti 
trains.  The  toll  of  casualties  was  immensi 
Large  numbers  of  the  Bulgarian  soldiers  befoi 
the  lines  of  Chatalja  had  been  laid  low  by  th 
cholera  which  had  so  ravaged  the  Turks  durin 
the  retreat  from  Lule  Burgas.  It  was  nigl 
when  the  two  friends  arrived  at  the  Bulgaria 
capital;  for  all  that,  Alma  Petroflf  was  waitir 
at  the  station. 

They  found  the  city  a  scene  of  festivity  ar 
rejoicing.  Great  crowds  were  assembled  withoi 
the  Sobranye  and  the  War  Office.  Detai 
concerning  the  capture  of  the  Turkish  fortre 
were  coming  in,  hour  by  hour.  The  list  « 
casualties  was  arriving,  and  a  long  death-rc 
it  was.  Still,  Bulgaria  was  ready  to  pay  tl 
price.  Within  the  course  of  a  few  weeks,  si 
had  risen  from  obscurity  to  greatness,  and  w 
proud  of  the  heroism  of  her  sons. 

The  caf^s  were  a  blaze  of  light ;  the  stree 
were  thronged  by  jubilant,  excited  people.    Fro 
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open  windows  came  strains  of  music,  laughter, 
and  song.  King  Ferdinand  had  addressed  his 
troops  from  the  heights  above  Chatalja,  whence 
he  had  looked  down  upon  the  blue  waters  of 
the  Sea  of  Marmora— the  goal  of  all  their  hopes. 

Still,  Alma  Petroflf  was  a  woman ;  and  if  her 
heart  was  full,  it  was  mainly  because  her  brother 
had  been  spared.  If  Boris  had  been  taken  from 
her,  she  could  not  think  what  she  would  have 
done.  They  had  been  so  much  to  one  another, 
since  the  days  when  they  had  played  as  children 
in  the  rose-gardens  on  the  slopes  of  the  moun- 
tains to  the  south. 

Philip  remained  in  Sofia  for  nearly  a  month, 
at  the  end  of  which  time  Boris's  leave  was 
expired.  And  they  were  far  happier  days  than 
those  which  these  three  had  passed  together 
before  the  outbreak  of  the  war.  Then  Philip's 
outlook  upon  life  had  been  clouded  over  by  the 
tragic  death  of  his  uncle ;  Boris  had  had  little 
time  for  recreation,  since  he  had  been  kept  at 
his  work  for  long  hours  at  a  stretch.  Neither 
was  Sofia  in  the  autumn  of  1912  the  same  city 
as  in  the  spring  of  the  following  year.  If  there 
were  many  graves  upon  the  wide  fields  of  Thrace, 
Bulgaria,  at  least,  had  known  the  worst,  and  the 
future  lay  before.  Even  as  the  spring  heralds 
the  approach  of  a  new  summer,  so  was  an  old 
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nation  bom  again.  The  heart  of  Bulgwia  wa 
young. 

We  have  told  of  events  so  recent  that,  as  yet 
they  have  not  risen  to  the  dignity  of  historj 
At  the  present  moment,  Philip  Thornton  is  ii 
England ;  but  it  is  bruited  abroad  that  he  in 
tends  to  return  to  Bulgaria,  for  reasons  whicl 
are  not  so  far  to  seek.  We  know — ^though  h 
never  had  the  face  to  own  it — that  Alma  Petrol 
played  by  no  means  an  unimportant  part  i: 
deciding  the  course  of  action  he  took.  Had  i 
not  been  for  memories  of  the  sweet  face  he  ha 
left  in  Sofia,  it  is  doubtful  whether  even  hi 
friendship  for  Boris  would  have  led  him  t 
penetrate,  for  the  second  time,  into  the  city  c 
Adrianople,  for  the  purpose  of  securing  the  spy 
dispatches.  Much  of  the  admiration  he  has  fc 
the  Turk  is  due  to  the  impression  he  receive 
on  his  encounter  with  Yildirim  Bey.  Even  no^ 
he  feels  ashamed  that  he  was  used  as  a  paw 
in  '  !Se  great  game  that  brought  about  the  dowi 
faL  of  a  nation  that  could  still  produce  so  nob] 
an  example  of  the  dignity  and  courage  to  whic 
manhood  may  attain. 

Alma  was  never  blind  to  the  services  thj 
Philip  rendered  her  brother.  On  their  retm 
to  Sofia,  Boris  was  not  slow  to  sing  the  prais< 
of  his  Mend :  indeed,  he  never  tired  of  tellir 
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how,  again  and  again,  PhiHp  had  saved  his 
Me.  It  was  this,  perhaps,  that  awoke  the 
echoes  of  love  in  the  young  heart  of  the  girl 
It  was  m  such  a  manner  as  this,  it  will  be 
remembered,  that  Desdemona  loved  OtheUo- 
a  man  of  an  alien  race.  These  things  have 
happened  smce  days  of  old;  and  they  will 
stdl  contmue  to  happen,  there  is  every  Reason 
to  suppose,  untU  the  end  of  Time 

In  this  world,  all  events  are  strung  together 
m  the  great  and  wonderful  sequence  of  Nature. 

f!n       r.f  *^'  "^^  °^  *"  '^^Ss.    The  rains 
feU.  and  the  mists  rise,  and  the  rain  falls  again. 

from  the  first  butterfly  to  the  last  faded  rose. 
In  the  course  of  all  humanity.  Love  and  War 
must  teke  their  several  parts.  One  love  gives 
birth  to  a  new  chain  of  circumstance,  and  opens, 
as  It  were,  a  by-path  hitherto  untrodden  and 
unkno  .fl  which  may  lead  to  golden  cities, 
at  present  m  the  clouds. 

Even  so— though  a  lesser  matter  by  far- 
one  war  gives  rise  to  new  political  intrigues; 
and  we  have  yet  to  see  the  fru.t  of  the  great 

impossible  to  predict,  with  any  degree  of 
certainty,  what  the  future  holds  m  store  for 
the  new-born  Balkan  Powers.     It  is  certain 


■^ 


840  THE  SWORD  OF  DELIVERANCI 

however,  that,  sooner  or  later,  another,  am 
perhaps  a  greater,  war,  will  come  forth  of  th< 
fall  of  Adrianople  and  the  capitulation  of  Scutari 
Europe  is  smouldering,  like  a  fire  that  await 
the  breeze.  And  even  if  the  calamity  is  averted 
we  have  referred  to  the  indomitable  Law  of  Race 
and  the  march  of  the  Bulgars  has  begun.  Nation 
conscious  of  the  strength  of  their  youth,  put  oi 
the  harness  of  war ;  and  only  a  crushing  defea 
can  stem  the  tide  of  their  advance.  Greece  lie 
in  danger,  and  she  knows  it.  And  after  all,  evei 
nations  are  only  pawns  in  the  game. 

So,  in  the  end,  we  have  talked  of  greate 
things  by  far  than  the  mere  adventures  of  i 
hero;  but  that  is  because — as  we  have  endea 
voured  to  explain — nothing  is  without  a  meaning 
It  is  well  to  think  of  that ;  to  consider  that  th( 
man  who  takes  his  life  in  his  hands,  and  set 
forth  upon  adventure,  is  helping  to  lay  th( 
foundation  stones  of  an  empire,  in  furtheranc( 
of  the  cause  of  Progress,  Humanity,  and  Justice 
for  these  are  the  great  abstract  principles  tha 
move  the  pawns  and  the  knights  and  the  king 
upon  the  chess-board  of  the  world. 
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